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Hello Children, 

January ushered in a new year for each of you and 
hope it was a wonderful beginning. A new year isa time for 
resolutions, of making up your mind to do one or two things 
that you yourself fee! you must do. 

Everyone makes resolutions in January but by the 
time February blows in the resolutions blow out! Is that 
what happened to yours? Perhaps you didn’t make any 
resolutions at all? 

Well, it doesn’t matter whether you made resolutions 
in January or not because we are now in February, It is wise 
not to dwell on what is past. But remember February is here 
now and March is still before you... 

Even as you read these words, | would like each of 
you to make up your mind to make a useful contribution to 
tyourselves and the world around this month; a single action 
which will make you a responsible member of your family; a 
simple gesture which will make you a special person, one 
who makes a difference. Choose any deed at all — plant a 
tree, clean the cobwebs from the wall of the house, tidy the 
house, bum the garbage, clean your car.... anything at all. 
Only make sure itis a gift of love which springs from your 
heart spontaneously. In this way, you and I, each in our 
‘own way can make this world a little happier, a lite friendlier 
and a litle nicer place to live, 


With love 


eo 


Honorary Editor. 
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THE DISCONTENTED MOUSE 


Qpree,upen a time there was 2 
white mouse, He was very 
discontented, because he did not 
want to be white, After all, there 
‘were so many other lovely colours. 

His mother and father weren't a 
bit sympathetic, and he thought 
that they did not understand him. 
So, because he could not get his 
own way he ran away! 


STORIES FROM. 


When he came back a few days 
later, he was bright red! 

He had taken abath in raspberry 
fizz, and he was very proud of his 
new colour. 

But, to his dismay, everyone who 
saw him roared with laughter! Which, 
was not abitwhat he expected. He 
began to feel very ashamed, which 
made him redder than ever. 


LAND 





At last his mother thought that 
he had learned his lesson, and took 
pity on him. “Come along!” she 
said, “Into the tub with you, and 
let's see if we can get that silly red 
colour washed off you!” 

So she made a big tub of suds, 
and put him in to soak, and after a 
Jong time and much scrubbing, he 
‘was a white mouse again. How 
happy he was! 

His mother _=_tils mother put him out on the. tented about his colour again. him out on the 


grass in the sun to dry, and there 
he fell asleep, When he woke up 
again he was green! The green had 
come off the grass, and now he 
wasn't a white mouse again! 


Itgave him such a fright, that he 
turned white again, and this time 
he took good care to see that he 
stayed white 


Atter that he was never discon- 
tented about his colour again. 























Q poe.uPon 2 time there lived a 
little piglet in a very special 
pigsty. The floor was covered with 
golden yellow straw and there was 
plenty of food. In the afternoon 
the baby piglets were allowed to 
play in the royal meadows, and 
then they were washed by their 
keeper with warm water and scent. 
ed soap. 

Our piglet, however, did not like 
water, and simply hated soap. So 
‘one day she ran away. But, this 
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stupid piglet — of course he never 
washed himself! — was soon very 
tired and hungry. Then he came’ 
toa farmyard. On that farm lived a 
very old woman, and she was a 
witch, “Iam going to catch that 
poor piglet,” she said and prepared 
to roast him on a spit 

The piglet wailed and pleaded 
with her to spare his life. But the 
witch did not even listen to him 
and locked him in a small wooden 
cage in the form of a bookcase 


which stood in her living room. 
Then she began to make abig fire, 
and the piglet, who now realised 
that crying would not help him, 
kept quiet and began to think, He 
looked at the witch-books in the 
book-case, and fortunately there 
‘was a big witch-book he could just 
about reach. He pulled down the 
book and looked inside. There, he 
saw a magic sentence, just for him: 
“Silk-hat top hat, change into a 

So, just before the witch was 





going to pick him up, hé said the 
magic sentence andall of a sudden 
he became a little black cat and 
slipped through the bars of his cage, 
When the witch saw this she was so 
terribly startled that she fell in her 
‘own fire! 

This was the end of the witch, 
once and for all, And if you see a 
cat who's cleaning himself, itis quite 
possible that it is really our piglet, 
who finally does understand that 
to clean himself is very important. 
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or upon a time there lived a 
Baker named Barry. He lived 
happily with his wife In a pretty 
house in the village. 

‘The wife of Baker Barry was as 
sillyas a dumpling. Shejust couldn't 
stop eating sweet things. Every 
time that Baker Barry put dishes of 
tarts and cakes in his window he 
soon lost something. Acream cake, 
a chocolate biscuit, or sometimes 
whole tarts disappeared. 

“Oh dear!” Baker Barry said, “I 


think the mice have been eating 
‘our pastry. We must buya big cat.” 
“Oh no, husband,” said his wife, 
the mice did not do that. There 
were some crumbs, and because I 
thought they looked untidy, I ate 
them. You don't mind?” 

“Well, my dearest,” said Baker 
Bany, "ifyou do not leam to control 
your liking for sweets, I think you'll 
grow so fat that you will not be able 
to enter the house through the door. 
This eating of tarts must stop!” And 
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then Baker Bary got a wonderful 
idea! He went to the carpenter 
and bought alot of very thin pieces, 
‘of wood and painted them the same 
colouras the door-post. When his 
wife went to the market, he nailed 
apiece of wood on each side of the 
doorway, so that it became a litle 
bit narrower. And every week he 
fixed more pieces of wood to the 
doorway. And the baker's wife, 
who really was getting fatter, one 
day said: "Dear husband, it seems 
that grow fatter every day, because 


I can hardly get through the door- 
way.” Later, the baker's wife could 
onlybe pulled indoors, which caused 
her much pain. And now she cried: 
“What am I to do, now I can’t ever 
leave the house!” “Stop eating 
sweets!” the baker said and con- 
tinued his work. From that dayon, 
the wife never ate sweets again and 
she could soén pass through the 
doorway. She was very happy and 
vowed never to eat sweets any 
more! 
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THE TIMID HARE 


nce upon a time, there lived 
{wo rabbits named Pim and 
Pom. Of all the animals in the 
wood, they talked the loudest and 
vere always boasting about things 
they could do. “I can run faster 
than you,” they said to the hedge- 
hog, and everyone admitted this 
was true. “Ican jump further than 
« you,” they saidto the tortoise, and 
this too was true. 
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One day in the meadow, where 
Lizzy the cow stood dreaming, they 
saw a litle baby hare sitting in the 
grass. His long ears were upright, 
he looked at the two boastful rabbits 
with great big eyes. “Perhaps they 
‘won't see me,” he thought. But 
no, they had already seen the baby 
hare, and went straight up to him. 
“Hello, litte one,” they said, “let's 
havea race, We dare you!” “No,” 


the hare replied, “I wouldn't dare. The hare did not answer yes or 
You are such big rabbits and I am_no, but stood timicly near the boast- 
only a baby hare!” ful Pom. And Pim counted up, “1- 
Pim and Pom laughed at the 2-3!" And at that very moment, 
hare. “Oh, dear me, how scared Lizzy the cow made such a loud 
you are!” said Pim. “I would be “Moo!” that the young hare jumped 
ashamed if I was so frightened.” _ with fright! He began torun so fast, 
“That's just what I am,” said the faster than he had ever run before, 
hare, “and I feel like running away!” The rabbits were astonished. They'd 
“Wait a moment,” Pom cried, “don't never seen any thing move so fast 
run away! Have a race, and the before! So the timid hare won the 
winner will, for a whole week, get race, and for the next week he got 
the cabbage plants of the losers! -all the rabbits’ cabbage plants. 
The first to reach the edge of the Afterwards they became great 
forest is the winner! Pim will count friends, and often played together. 


up to three!” 











THE TWO CATERPILLARS 





Oo nee upon a time, there were 
two caterpillars living in a forest. 
Their colour was green-as green as 
the grass in which they were siting, 
so that you could hardly see them. 
Now although the caterpillars were 
great friends, they did not like the 
fact that the other animals never 
even noticed them. They could 
never chatter, or play exciting games 


with others in the forest. Theywere 
very good at playing hide-and-seek, 


“but in that case the other animals 


would never have found them. All 
this added up to the fact that they 
became bored with life in the forest. 


“My greatest wish is to leave this 


place,” said one. “And I should 
like to go with you to some other 
place,” said the other one, “but 
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with our little feet we will not be 
able to walk very far!” 
And so, they did not even try to 


leave the forest, and fell asleep. 
Both had the same funny dream. 
It was a very long dream about 2 
very long silken thread, in which 
they became tied up. They did 
nothing but turn round and round. 
‘And the more they turned round, 
the more they became covered 
until they disappeared completely 
inthe winding thread. When a boy 
came walkingalong. all he sawwere 
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two funny white things. He took 
them with him, put them in the 
book-case in his room, and forgot 
all about them. But, after a few 
days the little balls of thread moved. 
and two butterflies came out of 
them. “Am I still dreaming?” one 
buiterfly said to the other one 
“No. this is not a dream. We are 
no longer catempilars but real butter: 
flies. Let us try to fly!" And how 
wonderful it was as the two friends 
flew up. and became the happiest 
butterflies in all the forest. 


Tread the article Story of 
fo genius. It was very 
useful. It helped _me 
during my Terminal Exa 
mination, [had to answer 
2 question on Isaac 
Newton. Thank you. 

G. Jayakumar 
Coimbatore 
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{am 2 great fan of 
Gokulam, I really enjoy 
the cartoons by Mala. The 
sugar cane pole vault was 
excellent. 

Gita Nair 
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Rm Mas, Koch and Kort 
were the best of friends. They 
‘each lived with their families in the 
village of Kottur. Ramu was the 
natural leader of the gang. He was 
tallest and the cleverest of the boys. 
‘Whenever the others had a problem 
they would always ask Ramu for 
advice. Theyknew he would never 
let them down. Ramu took his 
duties as the leader of his gang 
seriously. He organized many in: 
teresting activities for them during 
the holidays and helped them with 
their school work after he had 
finished his own. 

The four boys loved their simple 
life in the village. Something or 
other was always going on. The 
four youngsters were known to all 
the villagers, and so they invariably 
shared the work and the pleasures 
of most of the families who lived 
there. 


One day Muthu came running to 
Ramu's house. “Ramu,” he 
yelled. “What is it, Muthu?” asked 





Ramu’s mother. She was hanging 
‘outer washing to dry. “You seem 
s0 excited!” 

Muthu hadn't noticed Ramu’s 
mother standing outside. He stop: 
ped shouting to his friend and spoke 
politely to her. “Hello, aunty! I'm 
very excited. Ihave some news for 
Ramu. Is he at home?” Ramu’s 
mother smiled. She knew how 
close the four friends were. “Yes, 
heisat home. But tell me why you 
are so excited!” 

By this time Ramu had also come 
outofthe house. He greeted Muthu 
with a smile. “Hello Muthu! What's 
the matter?” : 

“Ramu! On the last day of the 
Pongal festival Mari and my elder 
brother are going to arrange for 
Jallikattu! Won't that be exciting?” 
said Muthu. He was red with excite- 
ment, and could hardly standstill. 

Ramu was thrilled at the idea. 
“Come lets go and tell Krishna and 
Kartik the news!” said Ramu. “May 
be the four of us can help Mari and 
vyour elder brother to make some 
of the arrangements. Come on!” 
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Ramu's mother smiled at the 
energy and enthusiasm shown by 
the bovs. She waved to them as 
they ran out of the small garden 
“Come home soon Ramu!” she 
called. “And don't bother Muthu's 
brother and Mari too much.” 

Ramu’s mother sighed as the 
boys disappeared from view. Ramu 
was such a good boy. It was not his 
fault that life had been so difficult 
for her in the last three years. Ever 
since Ramu’s father had died, it 
had been dificult for Ramu’s mother 
to keep the fields. Now she hired 
people to sow and harvest for her 
and this was expensive. Theybarely 
made ends meet. She did not want 
to sell the fields for they were all 
she had to give her son. She did 
not want to deprive him of the little 
property there was. Ramu helped 
her as much as he could but he 
was still only a boy. 

“If things do not change for the 
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better I shall ask Ganesh the land: 
lord for a loan,” thought Ramu's 
mother. “He is the only one who 
has money to spare. These are 
hard times.” 


eanwhile Ramu and Muthu had 

reached Krishna's house, and 
Kartik was his neighbour. “Krishna!” 
yelled Muthu. “Kartik! yelled 
Ramu, When the boys ran out of 
their houses to join them, the excit: 
ing news was discussed. "So we 
thought we could go and see Mari 
and Muthu's brotherand see if they 
need anyhelp.." said Ramu. “Yes! 
Let us go and see Muthu’s brother 
this minute!” said Krishna impatient: 
ly, “T'd like to help too,” said Kartik 
who was a newcomer to the village. 
“But can someone tell me what 
Jallikattu means?" 

“Jallikattu isa village sport. You 
can even callit a bull-ight. A fierce 
bul willbe let into the arena, with a 
yellow pouch tied between his 
sharpened horns. The pouch will 
usually contain a coconut and betel 
leaves and the prize money. Some 
of the brave village youths will try 
to snatch the pouch and take the 
prize money,” said Ramu. *Muthu's 
brother and his friend Mari are 
experts at this sport. Come on,et 
us go and see if we can help them 
with some of the arrangements. 
Pongal is just a few days away!" 

By this time, itwas growing dark, 
Ramu led the other three boys down 
the small short cut to Muthu’s house 
which led behind the temple. The 
path was lined by trees and was 
shady in the afternoons but in the 





twilight the trees cast many shadows. 
Without knowing why the boys fell 


silent. Only the evening breeze 
could be heard rustling through 
the trees. 

Suddenly a heavy thump was 
heard from within the temple and 
the low murmur of voices. Ramu 
frowned, “The temple priest goes 
home much earlier than this 
usually,” he said to his friends. 
“Just wait here for a moment.” As 
he said the words he disappeared 
around the wall of the temple. He 
wanted to get a look at the people 
inside. Who could they be? What 
were they up to? 

Cautiously the boy crept up be- 
hind one of the large pillars of the 
temple. The doors were open. 





That itself was unusual, As Ramu 
watched three men came out of 
the temple. One was the landlord. 

Ganesh _ and the other was his 
brother Sankaran, who lived in 
Bombay. Between them walked a 
man carrying what appeared to be 


a very heavy bag. 
“Oot!” ented the man with the 


bag. “These statues are really 
heavy!" 

“Naturally they re heavy. They 
are excellent bronze statues repre: 
sentative of the Chola period. They 
are made with a unique combina- 
tion of five metals,” said the landlord 
Ganesh. 

Ramu remembered that he was 
one of the temple trustees. Why 
was he taking the statues outof the 
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temple? Though the landlord had 
an excellent reputation in the village 
Ramu had never iked him. So he 
was both attentive and watchful 
now. 

“How many statues are in the 
sack?" asked Sankaran, “There 
are four of them, They are the 
statues of Nataraja, Parvati, Muruga 
and Ganesha, These bronzes have 
bbeen inthis temple from the eleventh 
century,” said Ganesh 

“Well they'll fetch an excellent 
price in the foriegn market, brother,” 
said Sankaran, “I'm sure they will 
be happy in theirnewhomes.” He 
laughed, His laughter watted clearly 
through the air. 


“Yes, they should fetch several 
lakhs. [only hope that the smug: 
gling operations are not bungled 
up. The coastguards are very alert 
these days. Once they are shipped 
said Ganesh, 


“Don't worry, brother. I'lhandle 
everything in Bombay. Nothing 
will go wrong at that end, But | 
want to know what the villagers are 
going to do. Will they trace the 
theft to you?” asked Sankaran 

“No! No! Of course they won't. 
The temple priest is il. So | have 
told everyone that the temple is 
closed until ater the Pongal festival,” 
said Ganesh. 

Ramu had heard quite enough. 
His blood wasboilingwith rage. He 
hadn't realized that the rich, pros 
perous landlord wasjustacommon 
thief. He quietly crept backwards 
and soon joined his friends. He 
raised a warning finger and held it 
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by his lips. "Ssh!" he whispered 
and gestured down the path. 

The boys ran swiftly and silently 
down the path and when theyreach- 
eda fork quite far from the temple, 
they stopped to catch their breath 
The three others turned to Ramu 
who looked quite angry and eagerly 
questioned him about what he had 


seen. 
Ramu told them all that he had 
seen and heard, “That man 


Sankaran is staying with his brother 
isn't he? Does anyone know when 
he is leaving?” asked Ramu. “I 
heard that he is catching a train 
tomorrow night. My father has been 
asked to take his bullock cart to the 
landlord's home by 8 o'clock to: 
morrow.” 

The boys looked at one another, 





What could they do? Who would 
believe theirstory. “Once the idols 
eave our village, it will be very 
difficult to prove anything,” said 
Krishna. “But who will believe us. 
I am scared people will laugh at 
‘our story, or say'we are imagining 
things,” said Ramu. 

“Ramu!” said Muthu who had 
been very quiet. “Idon't think we 
should keep this to ourselves. Let 
us tell my brother and see what he 
says.” Ramu looked at Muthu. 
“Yes! I think that is the best plan. 

aside and ask him 
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Trembling with excitement the 
boys started running towards 
Muthu’s house. They were nearly 
there when they saw Muthu's 
brother and his friend Mari coming 
towards them, Ramu looked at 
Muthu and raised his eyebrows in 
assilent question. Muthu nodded. 
Mari was allright. Hewasas reliable 
as his brother was. 

Stumbling over their words in 
excitement, and filing in the details 
that another left out, the boys told 
Mari and Sundar (that was Muthu's 
brother's name) about the plot to 
steal the bronzes. The older boys 
were shocked when they heard all 
that the four of them had to say. 
They looked at each other. "We will 
have to call in the police,” said 
Sundar. "Yes!We'll call the police 
and in the meanwhile not even one 
of you must say so much as a word 
to reveal the secret. It is going to 
bbe dangerous enough asitis." said 
Mari. 
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+ Were you greedy at the party? 

+ No. | wasn’t, mother! 

+ You mean you didn’t take a 
second laddoo? 

‘+ No mother! | took two the first 
time! 





S. Viswanatha. 





T hate was no police station in 
Kottur. Mari took an early bus 
tothe next town and met the Inspec: 

tor of police in the big police station 
there, “We know that Sankaran is 
leaving town today. So itisimpera: 

tive that you come and stop him 
before he leaves,” said Mari 

The Inspector shook his hand, 
“If what you have reported is true, 
you have stopped a grand theft 
Weewill go to the village immediate: 
ly. Come!” The Inspector called 
two of his men, They all got into a 
jeep and drove towards Kottur. 

G hom, the police jeep reached 

Kottur. It attracted a lot of 
attention. Ramu, Muthu, Krishna 
and Kartikjumped up and down in 
excitement as they saw Mari in the 
jeep. All the villagers kept asking 
each other, “Why have the police 
come? What is Mari doing in the 
jeep?” 

A huge crowd gathered around 
the jeep as it drew up at the only 
large bungalow in the village. By 
now the villagers had quessed that 
Ganesh their landlord was to be 
accused of something, The mur 
murs had grown to shouts of excite 
ment and anger. 

“The Inspector was greeted har. 
shly by an angry and bewildered 
Ganesh. “What!” he yelled as the 
Inspector produced a search warrant. 
“You are goingto search my house? 
You will regret this! Just wait and 
see!” He and Shankar threatened 
the Inspector and Mari with dire 
consequences 

The house was duly searched 


from top to bottom. The search 
lasted nearly five hours, No trace 
of the beautiful statues was found, 
“am going to report this to your 
superior! Don’t think | will forget 
thisin a hurry,” shouted the humili- 
ated Ganesh, 

The Inspector had thought that 
this was a good chance to prove 


hisworth, Now his fruitless search 
had left him disappointed and angry. 
He was also nervous of the conse: 
quences of tangling with Ganesh, 
a powerfulman. He turned angrily 
to Mari. “You had better come 
with usto thestation and bring that 
boy Ramu with you. Iam pulling 
you in for questioning,” he said. 
Mari too was disappointed. He 
turned to Sundar and Ramu who 
stood near the large crowd of vill 
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Gokulam has great pleasure 
in announcing the winner 
of the cash prize of Rs. 100/- 
awarded to the best contri- 
bution in this month’s issue 
by those under the age of 


sixteen. 


THE WINNER! 


R, Anand 

36, Adanja Mudali St. 
Mandavelippakkam, 
Madras - 600 028. 





agers watching the proceedings. 
Both of them looked terribly dis 
appointed and worried. 

Ramu looked at the big house 
and the huge expanse of land owned 
by Ganesh. Yes Ganesh was a 
powerful man but he had seen his 
dishonesty with his own eves, He 
had stolen those statues. Where 
could he have hidden them? 

Ifthe had not hidden them in the 
house, maybe he had buried them 
outside. Ramu’s eyes suddenly 
fell on the huge haystack beside 
the house, and he was struck by an 
idea, 

He called to Krishna, Muthu ancl 
Kartik and whispered something 
tothem and waited tll they slipped 
away unnoticed, before turning 
back to the arguing adults, 

Within a few minutes, the huge 
haystack went up in flames, The 
shouts of the crowd grew leafening 
Each person had a different sugges- 
tion as to how to prevent it from 
spreading but none of the sugges: 
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tions were carried out. 

The Inspector and Mari fought 
their way through the crowd to the 
haystack, Suddenly Mari felt his 
hand tightly held, He tumed to 
see Ramu, 

“The statues! Look!" he said. 
The Inspector too had seen the 
statues, They were scorched and 
hot to touch but seemed unharmed 
bythe fire, Soon the crowd realized 
that the police had found what they 
were looking for. 

Ganesh and Sankaran had tried 
to slip away discreetly as the hay: 
stack caught fire but found them: 
selves surrounded by Muthu, 
Krishna, Kartik and Sundar. Ramu 
hhad warned them to keep an eve 
on those two. 


Tie fourbors saton their favourite 
perch in the lower branches of 
a tree which stood by the play: 
ground. From this vantage point 
they had a bird's eye view of the 
Jallikattu, Each boy had a blissfully 
happy expression on his face. 

Today was the last day of the 
Pongal festival and earlier in the 
day both Mari and Sundar had 
snatched the prize money from the 
cow's hors, No easy task! And 
two days before that each of them 
had been thanked personally by 
the police for their help in catching 
the two thieves. They had also 
received cash rewards. 

Ramu was particularly pleased. 
He still remembered his mother's 
face glowing with happiness as he 
‘gave her the money he had received. 
Her worries were over, 





















Many characters who appear in the famous novels of 
Charles Dickens are famitiar to most of us. But very few are 
familiar with the charming characters in The Magic Fishbone ~ 
a tale Dickens wrote for children, 

‘As maniy of you know, Dickens was devoted to simple 
people and was always a champion of the poor and oppressed. 
Even in a light-fairy tale he pictures a poor family with many 
children anda [king with too little money to support them... 











Thee was once a king, and he 
had a queen, They had nine- 
teen children, Seventeen of the 
children took care of the baby, 
and Alicia, the eldest took care of 
them all. 

This king had to go to work, just 
like anybody else in his kingdom, 
One day, on his way to work, he 
stopped at thé fishmonger’s to buy 
some fish, He bought a pound 
and a half of salmon, and went on 
towards the office in a melancholy 
mood, for payday was such a long 
way off, and his children were 
growing out of their clothes. 

Just then, a rich-looking old lady 
came trotting up. “King Watkins 
the First, | believe?” said the old 
lady. “Watkins,” replied the king, 
“ig my name,” The king bowed 
deeply. “Listen, you are going to 
the office,” said the old lady. 

It instantly dawned upon the king 
that she must be a fairy, or how 
could she know that? “You are 
right,” said the old lady, answering 
his thoughts. “Iam the good Fairy 


18 


Grandmarina. Listen! When you 
return home to dinner tonight, 
Princess Alicia will eat some of 
the salmon you bought just now. 
She will leave a fishbone on her 
plate when she has finished. Tell 
her to dry it, and to rub it, and to 
polish it, till it shines like mother- 
of-pearl, and to take care of itas.a 
present from me. The fishbone is. 
a magic present. It can only be 
used once, but that will bring 
her, just once whatever she wishes 
for, provided she wishes for it at 
the right time.” With these words 
the good Fairy Grandmarina 
vanished. 


pies Alicia ate some fish just. 
as the good Fairy Grandmarina 
had said she would. And when 
she had finished King Watkins 
saw the fishbone on her plate, and 
delivered the fairy's message. 
Princess Alicia took care to dry 
the bone and to rub it, and to 
polish it, till it shone like mother. 
of-pearl 

















Neat gays when the queen was 
about to get up in the morning, 
she fainted, Princess Alicia, was 
very alarmed to see her royal 
mother in this state. She rang the 
bell for the queen's maid and 
quickly held a smelling-bottle to 
the queen’s nose, She then, fetch: 
ed some water and wet the queen's 
forehead. The queen's maid came 
in and exclaimed, “I couldn't have 
looked after her better myself!” 

The good queen was very ill 
Princess Alicia kept the seventeen 
{young princes and princesses quiet 
She heated the soup and swept 
the hearth, looked after the baby 
and nursed the queen. “There were 
not many servants in the palace 
because the king was always short 
‘of money, A rise in his salary, 
never seemed to come and payday 
was always far off, 


ne morning, about a week after 
the queen had fainted, the 
king came upon, his eldest 
daughter cooking breakfast in the 
large palace kitchen. He looked 
sad. His wife showed no signs of 
recovery. 
ood morning, Alicia!" 
500d morning, Papa!" 
“Alicia!” 
“Yes, Papa?” 
"What became 
bone?” 
"In my pocket, Papa!” 
“L thought you had lost it!" 
“Oh no, Papa!” 
“Or forgotten it?” 
“No indeed, Papal” 





of the fish 


A nrther time, a litle snapping 
dog in the street made a rush 
3 one of the young princes, and 
he put his hand through a pane of 


19 












































glass, and bled, and bled, and bled 
‘Then the sixteen other “young 
princes and princesses saw him 
and screamed themselves black in, 
their sixteen faces all at once. 

Princess Alicia put her hands 
‘over their sixteen mouths, one after 
another, and persuaded them to 
be quiet because of the sick queen. 
She put the wounded prince's 
hand ina basin of cold water. She 
quickly called for the royal rag. 
bag, and snipped and stitched and 
contrived, and made a bandage 
which fit beautifully. When it was 
all done, she saw the king looking 
at her. He was by the door. 

“Alicia.” 

“Yes, Papa.” 

“Where is the magic fishbone?” 

In my pocket, Papa.” 
“thought you had lost it?” 
“No, Papa!” 








“Or forgotten it? 
“No indeed, Papa! 


‘ell! Soon after, baby fell off 

Princess Alicia's lap and tumb: 
led under the gate, and it gave 
him a swollen face and a black 
eye. The seventeen young princes 
and princesses, who cried at every- 
thing that happened, cried and 
roared. Princess Alicia cried a litle 
herself, but said “Hold your tongues, 
you wicked little monkeys, every 
one of you while I examine baby.” 


She held a cloth to baby's poor 
eye and examined him. He hadn't 
broken anything, and fell asleep 
in her arms. 

“| am afraid to put baby down, 
lest he should wake and feel pain; 
so all of you must be cooks tonight,” 
said Princess Alicia to the seven: 


teen princes and princesses. They 
jumped with joy when they heard 
that and made cook's caps out of 
old newspapers. So with Princess 
Alicia sitting in the middle smoth- 
ered in a great apron holding baby, 
they ran about the great kitchen 
with salt, barley, herbs, turnips, 
carrots, onions and spices, follow: 
ing her instructions, 
G omnthe broth was ready, seam 
ing beautifully and smelling like 
a nosegay, good to eat. Baby woke, 
up, smiling like an angel and clapp- 
ed his hands. Alll the princes and 
princesses laughed. 

“Laugh and be good!" said 
Princess Alicia to the baby. “After 
dinner we will make you a cosy 
nest on the floor,and you can see 
the dance of the eighteen cooks!" 


That delighted the young princes 
and princesses and they ate up all 
the broth, and washed all the plates 
and dishes, pushed the table aside 
and put on their cook's caps, and 
danced forbaby with Princess Alicia 
leading the way. 

‘And once more, Princess Alicia 
saw King Watkins the First standing, 
in the doorway and looking on. 
He said: 

““Where is the magic fishbone?” 

“In my pocket, Papa!” 

“Lthought you had lost it?” 

“Oh, no, Papa!” 

“Or forgotten it?” 

“No, indeed, Papa!” 

The king sighed heavily and 
seemed very lowspirited. The 
seventeen princes and princesses 
crept out of the kitchen and left 
him alone with Princess Alicia 




















and the angelic baby. 

“What is the matter Papa?" 

“| am dreadfully poor, my chil 

“Have you no money at all 
Papa?” 

“None, my child.” 

“Is there no way of getting any, 
Papa?" 

“'No way at all.” 

“Papa,” said Princess Alicia, 
“when we have tried very hard 
and tried all ways, our very very 
best — and that is not enough. 
then I think the time must have 
come to asking help of others 
This is the secret of the magic 
fishbone, which I quessed from the 
good Fairy Grandmarina’s words.” 

Princess Alicia took the magic 
fishbone out of her pocket. It 
gleamed, for it had been rubbed 
and polished till it shone like 





mother-of-pearl, She gave it one 
little kiss and wished it was payday. 
‘And immediately it was payday! 
The king's salary came rattling 
down the chimney and bounced 
in the fe place! 


G22 Faity Grandmarina came 
riding into the palace the next 
day, in a carriage drawn by four 
peacocks, She was dressed in silver 
and gold, with a cocked hat and 
powered hair, jewelled cane and a» 
nosegay. 

Princess Alicia ran upto her and 
embraced her. The good Fairy 
Grandmarina gave her a kiss and 
turned sharply to the king, “Are 
you good?” she asked, The king 
bowed deeply, “I hope so.” he 
said 

T suppose, you now know why 
































Ty god-daughter here, did not 
apply to the fishbone earlier?” 
asked the Fairy, kissing Princess 
Alicia again 

‘The king bowed again, shyly this 
time, “Ah! So you didn't know 
before then?" said the Fairy, “No.” 
said the king shaking his head, "I 
am sorry.”” 

"Be good, then,” said the Fairy 
“You will live happily ever after 
wards,” She waved her wand, and 
the queen came in most splendidly 
dressed; and the seventeen princes 
and princesses came in, newly fitted 
out from top to toe, with tucks in 
every thing. 





Aer that, the Fairy Grandmarina 
touched Princess Alicia with her 
fan and suddenly she was exqui 
citely dressed like a little bride, 





with a wreath of orange blossoms 
and a silver veil. A wardrobe 
appeared in the kitchen made of 
beautiful woods and gold, fitted 
with a looking glass, and in it were 
the finest clothes of all sorts for all 


* of them, The baby who had fallen 


asleep in his nest woke up and 
smiled and everyone could see that 
his face and eye were much better. 

Fairy Grandmarina gave Princess 
Alicia a certain look, and the 
Princess Alicia looked shy and 
jumed red. Fairy Grandmarina 
turned to the king and queen 
beaming in delight. 

“In a few moments, Prince 
Certainpersonio will be here,” she 
said. "“He and Princess Alicia will 
bbe married in church. All of you 
must be ready to greet the happy 
couple.” 
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‘A Biitwasjustas the good Fairy princes and princesses attended 
Grandmarina had said. Princess her wedding looking neat and 
Alicia. was maried to Prince adorable. even baby, and after the 
Certainpersonio (just as she had wedding, they all lived happily ever 
guessed when she polished the after. 

magic fishbone) and all the other 
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RR2ghev and Shyam were fst 
‘cousins and good friends. Their 
fathers, Gopal and Govind were 
brothers. They looked after the 
cultivation of their lands and shared 
the profits. Raghav and Shyam 
lived with their parents in their 
ancestral homes in the village. 
The houses were set side by side 
within the same compound. The 
boys dressed alike, ate together 
and shared their toys with each 
other, They were inseparable com 
panions. 

The two families were close and 
spent many happy evenings to: 
gether. Full moon night was invari: 
ably spent on the terrace of either 
home. Moonlight was special not 
just because of the terrific dinner 
they would eat together, but be: 
cause of the company. Gopal 
would entertain them with stories, 
while Govind, the younger of the 
two brothers, would sing to them 
in his deep voice. The two boys 





loved every minute of these dinners, 
for they were allowed to stay up 
late on these occasions, and they 
often wished that full moon nights 
would come oftener. 


Things were smoothly sailing 
along, when a slight misunder 
standing between the brothers 
suddenly blew up into a quarrel, 
blotting the sunshine out of their 
lives. Things came to such a pass 
that the two brothers decided to 
divide their property. Masons were 
called and soon a high wall sepa: 
rated the two homes. What was 
more, Raghav and Shyam were 
strictly forbidden to talk to each 
other, let alone play together! The 
‘cousins were both miserable at this 
dreadful turn of events, but were 
helpless. 


eavy rains lashed the village, 
Hone night The rain water lowed 


down the street like a river. 








“Weather fora paper boat!" thought 
Shyam. “How sad I can't make it 
with Raghav! This fight has spoilt 
our fun.” He went into the house 
and made a boat, and quickly ran 
out again to see it float. Itbobbed 
along merrily down the street and 
he ran along beside it following its 
path, 


Raat 00d al alone on the 
terrace watching Shyam, He 
longed to join his cousin, as he 
ran beside his bobbing boat, He 
bit back a sob as he saw Shyam 
turn the comer and disappear from 
view. 


har kept following the boat 
He didn't realize that the sun 
é ‘had set and that the stream was 
flowing out of the village into the 
forest 


Rahetilstod on the erace. 
twas now six o'clock. He saw 
Shyam’s father come out of the 
house and call to his son. With a 
worried expression on his face, his 
uncle looked up and down the 
street, He searched in the cowshed 
and ‘by the haystack, Raghav 
ran downstairs and tried to creep 
out of the gate, He wanted to 
warn his uncle that he had seen 
Shyam head out towards the forest. 

Just as he opened the gate of 
his uncle’s house he felt a strong 
hand grip his own, It was his father! 
“| have forbidden you to go to 
that house,” he shouted, "You 
need to be taught a lesson.” So 
saying he locked Raghav into the 
storeroom, 

Raghav was desperate. He knew 


that Shyam was in trouble and he 
wanted to help him, He looked 
around for some means of escape 
and as luck would have it, there 
was a ladder and a stout piece of 
rope in the store room. The room 
had no windows, only a ventilator 
high up on the wall, But that was 
quite enough for Raghav to crawl 
through. 

He dragged the ladder to the 
ventilator, climbed it and tied the 
rope to the narrow iron bar running 
across it and threw it outside. He 
squeezed himself through the small 
opening and climbed down the 
wall with the help of the rope. As 
soon as his feet touched the ground, 
he ran towards the forest. 


"Te insects in, the tees were 
humming and the frogs were 
playing their orchestra after the 





It was not completely dark, 
as yet. Raghav was afraid to go 
alone into the forest, but the 
thought of Shyam helped him 
gather up his courage. "Shyam!" 


rain. 


he yelled. His nervous voice 
echoed loudly amidst the trees. 

At first only silence greeted him. 
Then his ears picked up a faint 
moan. It sounded as if someone 
was in great pain. Raghav was 
sure that it was his cousin's voice. 

“Shyam, where are you?” he 
shouted loudly. “I am here, by 
the mango tree,” came Shyam's 
reply. His voice sounded very faint, 
and seemed to come from the left 
‘of where Raghav was standing. 
He searched around and soon 
came up on-Shyam, lying on the 
ground, clutching his head in pain. 
Raghav splashed some water from 
the stream on Shyam’s face, and— 


a 


helped him get up. “Come, let us 
get out of this forest first before it 
{gets too dark,” he said and support: 
ed Shyam as they hurried out of 
the forest 

‘Only when they were within sight 
of their village, did Raghav pause 
to ask Shyam, what had happened 
to him in the forest. “I don't really, 
know.” replied Shyam, “I was 
bending down to free my paper 
boat, which was stuck in a clump 
of grass when | felt a heavy blow 
on my head. 1 must have fainted 
and I came to only when | heard 
your voice calling out to me.” As 
hhe spoke, Shyam rubbed his aching 
neck and suddenly realised that 
his gold chain was missing. 

“Raghav! My gold chain is gone! 
Someone must have stolen it 
‘What will | do? My father is going 
to be furious!” said Shyam, biting 
his lips 

“Don't worry Shyam." consoled 
Raghav. “Your father has been 
so worried the whole evening. | 
am sure he'll be very happy to see 
you safe and sound. He won't 
scold you about the chain.” By 
then, they were within sight of their 
houses. 

Raghav’s father. had noted his 
escape and was pacing the street 
torn between worry and anger. 


Shyams's father was looking ex- 
tremely worried and upset. His 
eves lighted up with relief on seeing 
the two boys. Shyam ran to,him 
and told him how but for Raghav, 
he would still be lying unconcious 
in the forest, Govind hugged both 
the boys and then went up to his 
brother and took hold of both his 
hands, and said, “Gopal, your 
Raghav saved my son's life. They 
are so attached to each other. Let 
us not separate them. Let us put 
aside our quarrel and start afresh.” 
These words were greeted in the 
right spirit by Gopal who was very 
fond of Govind so as the two boys 
looked on happily, the brothers 
hugged each other and made up 
their quarrel. 


Fl moon night was just two 
days away. Gopal and Govind 
demolished the wall that divided 
their property. One terrace was 
cleared up and the two mothers 
busily prepared large quantities of 
food in the kitchen. Raghav and 
Shyam spent the hours together, 
happily looking forward to a moon: 
light party, full of fun and laughter 
once more. 


‘Translation : Emmar 
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G 2222, one of the oldest 
countries of the world. A long 
time ago, there was a king who 
ruled over Macedon which was a 


part of Greece. His name was 
Philip. He was a great soldier. He 
had a son named Alexander. Philip 
wanted to make him a brave soldi 
er and a good king, 

When Alexander was six years 
old his father sent for learned 
teachers. He put Alexander 
in their care. They taught the 
little boy to read and to write 
and to make speeches. They 
taught him to be punctual. They 
would not allow him to eat too 
much, To make him strong they 
let him ride and play games every 
day, In winter, he was given thin 
clothes to train him to bear cold. 
In summer he ran races in the hot 
sun. After a few years, a new 
teacher named Aristotle was 
appointed to teach him. He tra: 
ned Alexander to become a good 
and wise ruler. 

One day, a fine horse was brou 
ght to King Philip. Its name was 
Bucephalus. It was black. It had 
‘a white star on its forehead. Every- 
fone liked it. But it looked fierce. 
Itkicked anyone who went near it 
or tried to get on its back. Philip 
looked at it and said, “It’s a very 


30 


good horse. But I won't take it. 
It's too wild.” 

Young Alexander was with his 
father. He too saw the horse. He 
liked its looks. “What a fine 
horse!" he thought. He said to 
his father, “May I have the horse, 
sir? Please let me!" 

He took it by the bridle, and 
saw at a glance why it was 
wild, It was afraid of its own 
shadow. So he tured the horse 
to face the sun, The shadow fell 
behind it. The horse now became 
calm. Alexander patted it gently 
He spoke soft words to it. Then 
he leapt on to its back, and gently 
shook its reins. The horse gallop: 
ed away, Alexander rode on and 
on and on without using a whip. 
The king and his men were dumb 
with surprise. At last Alexander 
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rode back to them. He got down 
from the horse and bowed to his 


father. Philip was proud of his 
son, “The horse is yours!" he 
said. 


ears passed. Alexander grew 
up to be a fine young man. 
Philip died, and Alexander became 
king of Macedon. 
Macedon was too small 2 king 
dom for Alexander. He decided 
to cross the sea and conquer new 
lands. Day after day, the young 
king marched on through danger 


and difficulty. Alexander was a brave 
soldier and a good general. His 
men trusted him. He was usually 
the first to plunge in to attack, 
and always in the thick of the 
battle. 

‘Once there was no water to be 
had near the camp. . A soldier 
travelled a long way for just one 
cup. But Alexander refused it 
He said that he could not drink 
and quench his thirst when his 
men were thirsty. 

Another time when he reached 
the town of Gordium in Asia 
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Minor, there stood a chariot in 
the centre of the town, with its 
yoke tied on to a pole with a 
strange knot. No one had been 
able to untie the knot. It was 
believed that the man who untied 





































it would be the ruler of the world. 


‘Alexander went up to the chariot. 
He pulled at the knot. Itwas very 
stiff. He tried again, but could 
not move it. He laughed and 
drawing his sword cut it through, 
showing the world that he would 
overcome any difficulty. 
Alexander marched through 
Asia Minor, He reached Egypt, 
where he built a new city, which 
he called Alexandria, It is_stil 
lone of the great cities of Egypt. It 
became a centre of learning. Men 
from all over the world went there 
to study. 
Alexander then left Egypt to 
fight the Persians. They too had a 
great king. Darius was his name 
‘There was abigbattle between the 
Greeks and the Persians. Alex 
ander’s men fought very bravely 
and drove the Persians back. The 
conquering army entered the 
enemy camp. There they found 
that Darius had left his wife and 
mother behind. When Alexander 
heard of this, he had them brought 
to his own tent and he treated 


them with respect and honour. In 
course of time Darius died and 
Alexander became the ruler of 
Persia as well. 

Now Alexander wanted to con: 
quer more territory, but his soldiers 
wanted to go back to their own 
land. They were eager to see 
their wives and children again. But 
Alexander would not allow them 
to do so. He ordered them to 
march eastwards into the plains 
of India. “I will conquer India 
“400,” he said, He reached the banks 
of River Indus, There he fought 
with Porus, a brave king, and 
defeated him. 

Alexander's soldiers were very 
tired by this time. They had been 
marching and fighting for eleven 
years, They longed to go home 
and be with their families again. 
“Lead us back to Macedon,” they 
begged. Alexander agreed and 
he and his men made their way 
back to Babylon. There he fell il 
Ina few days he grew worse. He 
died there — far, far away from 
his own land, 

‘Alexander was only thirty-three 
when he died. Yet he had made 
a name as one of the greatest 
soldiers in history, 


Siva Lakshmi, aged 16. 
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‘The bat is the only mammal 
which can fly. Itis practically blind 
and hunts insects at night for food, 
which it finds by an intricate sonar 


system. It issues periodic beeps 
well beyond the range of human 
ears. From the echo reflected from 
its prey the bat can tell exactly how 
far away the preyis and whereitis 
headed. Careful study of the bat’s 
ultrasonic sonar system has inspir- 
ed engineers to design and develop 
a device that allows blind people 
to “see” in this manner. 


The frog's eyes are stationary 
in their sockets, but they serve the, 
frog very well, They receive, 
process, and relay information 
necessary and important to the frog 
and filter out everything else. 

For example, a juicy bug flying 
toward him isimportant, one which 
isflyingawayisnot. The frog's eye 
signals his brain, ‘if an object is 
flying towards him, ifitis about the 


size of a bug, if it is flying at the 
speed of a bug, and if it is within 
range. Everything else is ignored 
‘The frog's eye also makes life and 
death decisions for him without 
bothering his brain. A sudden 
shadow, for example, will cause 
the reflexive jumping mechanism 
to function. 













Fireflies, glow by means of a 
complex and delicate chemistry 
that is not yet fully understood. 
Luciferin a biochemical substance) 
oxidizes in the presence of an 
enzyme called Luciferase and: 
this serves as the fuel for the 
light which is produced in the 
abdomen of the firefly, into which 
‘oxygen from, the atmosphere is 
absorbed by means of micro: 
scopic breathing ducts. 
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When I was coming back, 
From a party one night 
Isuddenly glanced up 

And saw the beautiful moon 
Floating in the sky. 

It looked so pretty 

So very pretty 

‘That | imagined it to be 

A beautiful ship 

Sailing — 

In the dark, ferocious waves 
Of the sea! 

“Ifa storm rises now 

The ship will be lost 

‘What will become of the moon?” 
Ithought — ‘ 
Then I was very glad 
‘That the moon, 

Was just the moon, 
And nota ship at sea! 
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Trushed home | 


To tell my mother \\ 
All about it! | 


‘Charanya Sridharan, aged 10. 
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‘On | IRORGOT ! 


Oo h, Dad! Just a second!” cried 
Aditya, rushing back into the 
house. His father Mr. Prabhu 
heaved a sigh of despair... “Why 
is Aditya so forgetful and disorgani- 
zed?" he wondered as he resigned 
himself to being late to work. “Why 
doesn't he remember things?” 

Nearly five minutes passed. Mr. 
Prabhu lost his patience, “I'll be 
late for work,” he said to Mrs. 
Prabhu. “Just see what's keeping 
the boy!” 

“He must be searching for some- 
thing or other,” grumbled Mrs. 
Prabhu. “He is always misplacing 
his things.” She hurried to her 
son's room. 

Exactly as she had expected 
‘Aditya's room was a mess. Books 
lay open, untidily scattered all over 
the place. Clothes were strewn 
everywhere, and lay in heaps on 
the floor and the bed. Aditya was 
standing by his desk rifling hurried- 
ly through the contents of its 
drawers, 

“Mother!” he cried. “Did you see 
my pen anywhere. | had left it 
here on top of my desk, but | 
can't find it now. What shall | do? 
Tve looked everywhere!” 

“How can you look for or find 
anything in this mess Aditya?” 
asked Mrs. Prabhu running a dis: 


gusted eye around the messy 
room. “I've told you a million 
times that if you put each thing 
in its place, you won't lose any- 
thing. It will make life so much 
easier foryou!" Withan exasperated 
‘igh she opened one of the drawers, 
“Are you quite sure you haven't 
ur pen in school?” 

quite sure, mother,” said 
Aditya. “I didn’t leave it in school. 
1 was working on my homework 
last night. That's the last I saw it, 
But it isn't here now, | am quite 
sure | left it on my desk.” 

“If you'd left it here, its got to 
be here, Aditya. It couldn't have 
sprouted wings and flown away,” 
said Mrs. Prabhu helping him to 
search, “You never remember 
where you put a thing, That's 
the problem. You had better go 
now, Your father will be late 
otherwise. We'll search again in 
the evening.” 

“But mother, you don't under- 
stand! | have got an important 
test today. My teacher will be 
furious with me if I don't take my 
pen,” wailed Aditya. 

“You ought to have thought of 
that last night Aditya, when you 
finished your homework. | didn't 
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lose your pen. So don't shout at 
me!" said Mrs, Prabhu indignantly 
She was used to her son’s tantrums 
bby now and wouldn't veld an inch. 
“[ hope this will be a lesson to 
you — not to be careless with 
your things!" 

“What is the matter now?" asked 
Mr, Prabhu who had got impatient 
of waiting at the gate, and had 


come to see what was keeping 
Aditya. 

“Your son has test today and 
he doesn’t remember where he 
left his pen,” explained Mrs. 
Prabhu. “He refuses to go without 
one.” 

“We'll both be very late if we 
don't leave at once,” said Mr. 
Prabhu. “Aditya, here! You can 





use my pen for today. Now come 
along.” Mr, Prabhu rushed his 
son out to where his scooter stood 
by the gate 

‘Aditya’s school was on the way 
to Mr. Prabhu’s office, He rode 
with his father on the scooter to 
school every morning. The school 
bell was heard just as the scooter 
drew up outside the gate. With 
a hurried wave in his father's 
direction, Aditya hurried off to 
class. As he ran,the morning's 
event just slipped away from his 
mind, and he forgot all about it 


Frew weeks passed, “One-day 
Mr. Prabhu came home from 
office beaming with satisfaction. 
“Do you remember | told you that 
Thad applied for a job in Vizag?” 
he asked his wife who nodded. 
“Well they've called me for an 
interview and I've bought tickets 
forall three of us to go. Whether 
get the job or not it will be a 
pleasant change for us all. Its 
been so long since we've had a 
holiday, I thought Aditya would 
like to see a naval base,” said Mr. 
Prabhu 

Mrs, Prabhu was also happy. 
“Yes it will be a nice change,” she 
said with a smile, “Aditya will be 
delighted.” 

When Aditya came he was thrill: 
ed at the notion of a holiday, 
particularly at a naval base. He 
had heard a lot about Vizag.and 
he plied his father with questions. 

“We leave day after tomorrow, 
son,” said Mr. Prabhu. He looked 
rather tired. It had been a long 
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day at work, “Will you put away 
these envelopes in that cupboard? 
‘The tickets are in one and there's 
a letter of introduction to a naval, 
officer who will look after us in 
the other, He will show us round.” 

‘Aditya took the envelopes from 
his father and put them safely 
on the top shelf of the cupboard. 
He locked the cupboard and put 
the key into the pocket of his 
shorts, instead of the rack of hooks 
on which keys were often hung. A 
few minutes later Aditya’s friend 
Kiran called to him and he ran off 
to play, He forgot all about the 
key in his pocket 





The Prabhu family woke early 
on the morning of their jour- 
ney. Mrs, Prabhu, the first to rise 
rushed around preparing breakfast 
and a packed lunch in cardboard 
cartons for them to eat on the 
way. Their suitcases had been 
packed the previous evening. 

“Aditya!” called Mr. Prabhu as 
he went to have a bath. “Don't 
forget to take the tickets and the 
letter.” 

“Sure, Dad!" called back Aditya. 
He ran to the rack where the keys 
were normally hung. There was 
of course no key there! Where in 
the world could it have gone? 
Aditya ran to Mrs, Prabhu “Mother, 
Where is the key to the cup: 
board?” he asked, “Dad wants 
me to take the tickets out!” 

“I don't have the key Aditya, It 
must be on the living room rack, 
Run and see,” said Mrs. Prabhu 
busily packing lunch for three in 


the kitchen. 


“I've already looked Mother, it 
isn’t there,” cried Aditya dismally. 

“Well then look for it! I don't 
know where it is. You put away 
the tickets so you had the key 
last. Where did you put it?" asked 
Mrs, Prabhu in turn. 

Dose Lee Tew don't... don’ 
know!” stammered Aditya. 
didn't take it, did 1?” 

Aditya then remembered that 
he had indeed taken it. He 
remembered locking the cupboard 
quite well but where had he put 









the key? “Oh, no! I've forgotten!” 
he thought. “Why do I have such 
a dreadful memory?” He searched 
his room frantically and went 
through the contents of his school 
bag thoroughly, “Is it in my pencil 
box? Or in my desk drawer? No, 
no, it isn’t! Oh, no! Where, oh 
where, did I leave it? Why can't | 
remember?” he moaned 








Mr, Prabhu came out of the 
bathroom. “Well, Aditya! Have 
you taken the tickets out of the 
cupboard? You'd better give them 
to me,” he said. One look at 
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Aditye's face, full of anxiety and another name for irresponsibility 
fear, and he guessed at once that Now | won't say another word, 
something was wrong. “Whatisit You might as well go and have a 
son?” he asked gently. bath and get ready for school! 
“Dad! I can't... can't. Hand me the dirty clothes that 
key to the cupboard. are in the bathroom.” 
know...” Aditya’s voice trailed off As Aditya’s shorts hit the floor, 
in misery, and he rubbed his eyes there was a loud clunk and the 
trying to force back his tears. He key lay shining on the floor. Aditya 
didn’t want to meet his father’s pounced on it in delight. “Father!” 
‘eyes. He didn't need to be told he yelled. “The key is here!” 
how important this interview was __ What a delightful rush there was! 
to his father’s career, ‘The tickets were retrieved safely 
Mr, Prabhu understood his son's from the cupboard as Aditya had 
remorse, "Let us search once a quick bath. A taxi was flagged 
more,” he said calmly, and cut down and the house locked up. 
off his wife's words of recrimination ‘The Prabhu family caught the bus 
with a glance. A prolonged search by the skin of their teeth. 
followed. “Well, there’s no point Of course, Aditya enjoyed his 
searching anymore, The key is holiday in Vizag tremendously, but 
truly lost," said Mrs, Prabhu, “I most important of all he decided 
know how disappointed you are, that he would try never to forget 
Aditya and I want you to remem- things again. Mr. and Mrs. Prabhu 
ber one thing, Your favourite were happy that their son had 
excuse that you forgot is just learnt responsibility at last. 


THEY WERE, . 


1, Hans Christian Anderson 
2. Thomas Alva Edison 
3, Madam Curie 

4., Winston Churchill 

5, Charles Darwin 
6. 
7. 
8. 


























‘An English teacher hed been } 
talking to her students about Mitton, 
the blind poet, A week later she 
docided to question them to see 
how much of their lesson they had 
retained. 

* Do any of you know wi 

Milton's great affliction w 

+ Yes, ma, am! 

+ Well, what was it? 

* He was a poet! 








». Sir Isaac, Newton 
Napolean Bonaparte 
. Florence Nightingale 
9. Dadabai Nowroji 
10. Benjamin Franklin 
11. Madam Montessori 
12. C.V. Rarnan 
13, Abraham Lincoln 
14, Jagdish Chandra Bose 
15. Rani of Jhansi 
16. S. Srinivasa lyengar. 


S, Viswanatha, 











In the small town of 
Devnagar in 
Maharashtra. 





Have all the hundred sacks been 
loaded in the cart? Good! 
Unload them in the warehouse. 


Madhav Rao was ple 
sign of his son’s piety. He told the 
boy many stories about Sri Krishna. 


‘But who could vanquish Sri 
Krishna? He clambered on the 
hood of the hissing serpent and 
danced joyfully!” 


Little Tukaram helped his 
father with the daily pooja 


and gradually grew to be 
1 great devotee of Sri 
Krishna 


Father! | have prepared 
the sandalwood paste. 
Madhay Rao took his young 
son to Pandaripur 

Ranga! 

Ranga! 





Look! This is little Tukaram, 
Madhav Rao’s son! He serves 
Us with such care and affection. 


Madhav Rao and his wife invited 
all the pilgrims on their way to 
Pandaripur, to their house and 
served them with respect and love. 


Tukaram displayed an aptitude for 
music and took singing lessons, 





The years passed. In course of time, 
Madhav Rao and his wife died. 


‘Oh, father! You have left me with 
the burden of looking after this 
‘huge buniross all by myself, 


Must you be the only one to spend 
témple renovations. Can't the 

other rich men of the town donate 

somathing towards it as well? 


You musn't talk like that, Kamala! 


Tukaram had absolutely no 
aptitude for business. 


‘Tukaramy’s thoughts centred on 
Sri Krishna, He thought of litte 


Bare Panduranga... Kimma 
beta desi! 





Tukaram was very happy Z 

to offer his hospitality to AYA’ vait be proud 

the devotees of Sri i you consider 
my home as 


family prosper  WQ 

you invite hungry 

pilgrims for 

meals ike this i 

everyday! We 7 2 EKamata! Each devotee 

cannot afford to is apart of the Lord! 

live tke thist When we feed his. 
devotee, wwe feod Sri 


we country suffered a severe drought 
imine. Tukaram continued to feed 


Tukaram sold all the valuables in the 
house in order to 


those who 
were poor and hungry 


Even the grain stored away to sow 
May you live long. sir! the next season has been given 
away. 





‘What do you want me to do Kamala? Allright? But how shall 
begin? 


Like your father before you, you must 
look after your business affairs. Once we 
are financially secure you can serve the 
pilgrims and devotees, but wi 

moderation. 


Tukaram set out to make a 


There was just one 
fresh start 


gold chain left. It 
belonged to your 
mother. | pawned it 
‘60 that | could 


Suddenly it 
began to rain 
heavily and he 
was caught in 
ad 


5 / Oh. the poor bullocks! I'l release 
them! It is dangerous for them. 





Tukaram sat under a tree, 34 
and was soon lost in 
meditation, 


Tukaram walked 
towards Devnagar 


The sacks of grain have been torn asunder 
by the storm, and have been washed away 
by the flood. Perhaps Sri Krishna does 
ot want me to be a successful business: 


do not feet tke 
centering the city, Awl 
{ust sit on this hil 


forty gold coins. Keep them safe, 
must go and have a bath. 















Kamalabai was very worried. She set out 
to look for 
her husband. 






She found him seated 
fon the hil, deep-in 
‘meditation. 


Forgive you? 
But Kamala, why? 
You haven't done 
anything wrong! 
was terribly ashamed 
to return empty- 
handed and to tell you 
that the last of our 
savings is gone. 


Please forgive me for 
finding fault with your 
behaviour and come 
home. The children are 
anxiously waiting for 
you 


but... | don’t understand. 
What are you saying? Have you 
forgotten that you gave me ore 
hundred and forty gold coins just 
yesterday? Why, you even retrieved 
your mother’s gold chain from the 
pawn shop. 


Look! Here is the gold 
chain. If your business 
continues as it has 


we can soon 


m was astonished by 


his wife's 


told her all that had really 


Kamslabai comforted her husband 
and took him back home 


One day, Mangal Rao. the head of 
the panchayat of Devnagar came to 


Tukaram agre 
and ascended ah 


is hil 


You are indeed 
him, Perhaps | am, 
at privilege. ¢ 


For awhile the family prospered. But 


uninterested in 
id lived with the 
strong desire to see Sri Krishna for 
himselt 


business affairs a 


Los 
wr 4cial 


‘ oe 


be vigilant 
tno goats or cows. 
w fields. Throw stones 





The pink-tinged evening Hare 
sky, the deep biue clouds Pandurangal 
and the tender green of 
the growing fields, all seem- 


‘ed to Tukaram to be the 
embodiment of Sri Krishny 






Lost in thoughts of Sri Krishna's 
beauty, he sang in ecstasy. 


_— a ane 





The birds pecked at the 
‘grains in the field art cattle 
grazed freely amidst the 
crops. 


This bird is Pandurangal 
‘This goat ix Pandurangi 






Mangal Rao came to inspect his 


During the harvest season however 
fields 


Sir! The yield this season is signint 
ficantly much larger than the previous 
season, The corn and the milla have 
done extremely wall. 








Oh, no! Why did | trust you? | am 
ruined by a wastrel and an idler! | 
will collect compensation for the 
losses | have incurred! 





What a miracle! Tukaramjiis bless- 
ed by the Lord of Pandaripur. | 
will beg his forgiveness. 












One day, Kamalabai washed her 





bath, 


Ung 
women, clad in eags came 
up to the house. 
Deeply grieved by the girs plight, Tukaram 
took down the clothes his wife had hung 
out to dry, 


Kamolebol returned, 
a Kamalabai understood what 


Where ore the clothes | had bung! Bedinebpaneds 
ry hare? 









That was the only change of clothing 
had, and you have given it away. 
What shall | do? Look! The only 
clothes | have now, are the ones I'm 
wearing, and I'm dripping wet! 










RTE. ] 
them! He took them! 4 








Kamalabai set out to the temple of 
Sri Krishna in anger, 


Feist, 






Kemalabai was infuriated, 


condition, | am 
going to break 
open his head. 
















In the name of Pandurangod J 

you have given away every 

thing we ha 
of 


ist they ni 
‘any comfort, not even a chang 
of clothing? 





‘Sri Krishna was 
anxious, 





Rukminit Danger threatert 
‘me! Kamalabai is going to 
break my head in her rage! 








‘and went 
00 far! But do not worry, 
1 will try to pacify her. 


a 


‘Tukaram returned to his home 
his desire to see the Lord of 
Pandaripur strong as ever. 
He became bed ridden, 


Pandurangal Kam 
Bukminll_ When will | ever be worthy of that great honour. 


But Sri Krishna was not at 
all satisfied 


Without Tukaram singing 
with joy the festival seams 
incomplete. 


Garuda came to Tukaram’s house to 
take him to Sri Krishna, 


You carry Sti Krishna and Rukmir 
fon your back, | am a mere mortal 
‘and my feet must not touch you. 
‘Ask Sri Krishna to come here after 
the festival is over, 


In Pandaripur 
Sri Krishna was taken 
out in the streets in procession, 


Ranga! Ranga! 
Panduranga! 


Sri Krishna and Rukmini acceded to 
Tukaram’s request and app 
before him. 


Tukaram| | will sand ari nedet 
for you. You and) 
‘come and joln us in Vaikunita soon! 





eos 100 


(ea a 


e called her’ Ajj’ which meant 

granny. She had always been 
Ajj to everybody... she was so old. 
‘She always told us the same story. 
probably the only one she knew. 
Butwe heard it over and over again, 
each time eagerly looking at her 
face, and nodding at each sentence. 
Aji's eyes would shine, and wrinkles 
would spread all over her face as 
she smiled. We would all huddle 
close to her, and listen. 





ree upon a time, a ong long 


Times... 


Quickly he began to clear the 
bushes and dry leaves around his 
hut, so that it would not catch fre 

As he worked, he heard the shrill, 
screeches of monkeys fleeing the 
fire, and sighed in sympathy. But 
suddenlyheheard a solitary frighten: 

ed screech. He rana little way into 
the blazing jungle to investigate and 
saw a baby monkey hanging onto 
‘a bough.screaming with terror. It 

had been deserted by the others in 


ime ago near a thick jungle. § 


there lived a potter and his son. 
‘The potter made pots, and his son 
sold them in the market nearby. 
One day, the potter died. The boy 
was very sad for he missed his 
father. He was worried too, for he 
did not know how to make pots. 
How was he going to make a living 
now? 

As he sat there wondering what 
to do he smelt smoke. He jumped 
up and looked around. He saw 
flames in the distance. A forest 
fire! 





their hurry to escape. He quickly 
rescued the poor creature and 
carried him home. “I haven't 
anybody, Neither do you! So let's 
be friends!” he said. The monkey 
just hugged him tight. 


Dasswentby. The boy and the 
‘monkey became good friends. 
‘The monkey realized that his master 
was very poor and longed to help 
him, But whenever he said this, 
the boy would just laugh and say, 
“Don't worry, my friend. I must 
work harder and gather more fire 
wood to sell, That's alll” He would 
pat the monkey on the head and 
turn back to his work, “How can I 
help him?” wondered the monkey 
who was determined to extricate 
the boy from his difficult and lonely 
lite 
Hy isatesionwassoon answered 
the next day, when the monkey 
‘came upon a bundle near an old 
tiger cave. He opened it curiously 
and found some silk garments and 


58 








‘ornaments in it anda little pouch. 
His nimble fingers unlaced the 
pouch to find Some diamonds in 
it! The monkey guessed that these 
things must have belonged to 
some rich victim of the tiger. He 
gathered up the bundle and slung 
it on his back, and made his way 
home. 

The excited monkey called loudly 
tohis master. "Look [have brought 
youa fewlovely things. Wash these 
garments well, then scrub yourself 
clean, and dress yourself like a 
prince. Then wait for me. I won't 
be too long!” 

With those words, the monkey 
walked away with the pouch of 
diamonds. He took a bit of gum 
from a jack fruit tree, and stuck 
some diamonds on to his face. He 
then made his way imperiously to 
the king's palace. 


T he monkey reached the palace 
He walked right in and told 
the minister, “I want to see the 





king about the betrothal of his 
daughter!” The minister was about 
to laugh loudly when he noticed 
the diamonds stuck to the monkey's 


face. “Why have you stuck dia 
monds on your face?” he asked 
curiously, The monkey brushed 
his face with his fingers. “What 
diamonds..2” he asked, smiling as 
the diamonds clattered to the floor. 
“Oh these! All morning I was 
measuring diamonds in the trea- 
sury, one or two might have stuck 
‘on my face! Now about seeing the 
king,..?” 

‘The minister was very impressed. 
He requested the monkey to sit 
down while he went to see the king. 
He told the king about the dia: 
monds and how the monkey did 
not even bother to pick them from 
the ground, The monkey's master 
must be a very rich man indeed. 
‘The king decided to meet the mon: 
key. The monkey bowed before the 
king. "My young master is very 
rich and handsome. | came here to 


make sure that your daughter the 
princess, is a worthy partner for 
him,” he said. The king assured the 
monkey that the princess was all 
that could be desired inabride. So 
it was happily settled that the wed- 
ding should take place that night. 
“The groom's party will be coming 
for dinner,” said the monkey and 
ran off to make plans. 


The monkey was very happy as 


\heran into the jungle. Hecalled all 


the monkeys together and reques- 
ted theirhelp, That eveninga huge 
wedding party of monkeys set out 
to the king's palace, each with a 
lighted torch in hand. The monkey 
ran ahead to announce the arrival 
of the party. The king came out 
and saw the lights of thousands of 
torches approaching from the 
distance. He had not anticipated 
so many guests! “Oh, dear!” he 
said to the monkey. “Do you think 
you could send some of them 
back?” 

“Of course! | will go and tell 
them!” said the monkey dashing 
away. Soon all the torches dis: 
appeared and the monkey app- 
eared leading just the potter's son 
dressed in his fine clothes, The 
monkey said to the king, “What 
can I do sir? The quests were 
offended. | finally got angry and 
sent all of them away. I hope you 
do not mind!" The king did not 
mind, A grand wedding took place. 
ihe princess and the potter's 

son were happily married, but 
the monkey's work was far from 
over. He ran into the jungle and 
climbed a tall tree and shouted 
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out loud. Allat once a vanadevata 
appeared. “Why did you call me, 
friend?" he asked with a smile 
“Do you remember, that a few 
months ago you were trapped ina 
cave by a curse, from which only a 
monkey could save you?” asked 
the monkey, 

“Yes, friend — I do remember! 
I also remember that | granted 
you two wishes after your timely 
rescue!” said the vanadevata 
“That time has come,” said the 
monkey. “I must help my master, 
sol wish for a huge palace, plenty 
of servants and soldiers! 

The vanadevata laughed. “Iam 
not that powerful my friend!” he 
said. “I can grant you your wish 


but the palace and servants will 
disappear within half an hour. If 
you like I will grant you a third wish 
to compensate for your disappoint- 
ment.” The monkey thought hard 
for a moment and then agreed, 
and the vanadevata disappeared. 
T hemonkey jumped down from 
the tree and scampered to a 
suitable spot. Hewished fora great 
big palace... the most beautiful one 
in the world... and there itwas! He 
wished for servants and soldiers... 
and there they were, scurrying 
around busily! 
The monkey ran towelcome the 
bridal party and ushered them into 
the palace. The potter's son was 











most astonished at the sight of his 
new home. All the members of the 
party exclaimed at the exquisite 
beauty of the palace. 

Just then the monkey made his 
third wish. Suddenly a fire broke 
out and within minutes the palace 
was burnt to ashes. The bridal 
partywho had rushed outside were 
unscathed. The monkey and the 
potter's son wept in dismay. “It 
was the evil trick of the insulted 
‘quests who had to be tumed away!” 


cried the monkey. 

‘The king was most unhappy at 
this tragic tum of events. °“I am 
deeply sorry,” he said to his son-in- 
law. “But do not grieve. I will give 
you half my kingdom.” 

And that's just what happened. 
The potter's son and his bride built 
a lovely new palace. The clever 
monkey helped them rule their half 
of the kingdom wisely, and they all 
lived happily ever after. 

a 


+ Thefly sucks up ts food ike e vocwum ceoner 


Aatabe NOUSEELY 


W; think of the housefly as a 
dirty insect which spreads dis- 
ease. Yes, it is true! Indoors flies 
are dangerous, They bring germs 
and dirt on their feet into our 
homes, and these can cause fevers 
and disease. All of us know it is 
wise to protect our food by keeping, 


it covered, especially in summer, 

Yet, outside our homes flies can 
doa great deal of good. They lay 
eggs in anything rotten. The eggs 
hatch into little white grubs which 
eat up the smelly rubbish on which 
they are born, 

The housefly is so small that 

















* ¥ 


* Designed fro ning lending: deep ofthe 
hovety foo 


Many of us tend to think of it as 


unimportant or insignificant, but in 
fact the insect uses a marvellous 
set of perfectly designed natural 
tools to live. These tools help the 
housefly to do two important things 
= to fly in search of food, and to 
digest the food it finds. 

‘The housefly has two antennae. 


They are the small hairy stems on 
either side of what looks like a long 
tongue. The housefly smells with 
its antennae and strangely enough 
“tastes” through its feet. When its 
feet touch anything good, the long 
trunklike tongue which scientists 


call proboscis, comes down. The 
fly drops spittle to liquefy the food 
it alights on. Then it pumps it in 
with a sucking action that can be 
compared with that of a vacuum 
cleaner. 

Houseflies have 4,000 separate 
lenses in those big red eyes of theirs. 
They are quite deaf but can feel 
the slightest vibration of the air. A 
strange thing about them is that 
they seldom settle on anything 
coloured blue! 

The housefiy’s speed in flight is 
about that of a man walking briskly. 





It has been calculated at about 5 
miles per hour — very fast for such 
asmall creature. When it flies down 
from above to land on the floor or 
table, the housefly doesn't use its 
wings, but folds them back and 
zooms lke a diving aeroplane direct- 
ly to the spot it has chosen. In 
flight, a kind of gyroscope on each 
side of a fly’s head enables the 
‘small insect to fly level. Similar 
gyros in ships help to keep compass 
es steady and to prevent rolling in 
heawy seas. 

Like airmen, the housefly can fly 
in loops. But better than men, it 
can revolve in flight, to look ahead, 
above, below and behind so quickly 
that our eyes cannot follow it. 

Another feature of the housefly's 
extraordinary design is its foot. 
The fiyisable tomakea comfortable 
landing on the ceiling. The front 
legs hit the ceiling first. The fly 
then jerks itself closer so that the 
back legs have to follow. Hooks 
and suction-pads on the feet help 
the fly to grip firmly, 


“Raoplanes con loop the loop but dei 





in nature, for structural design in 
nature is perfect. It overlooks no- 
thing and naturally designed tools 
| help living creatures to survive. 
That is why many modem scientists 
and designers from various fields 
| continue to draw inspiration from 


~icinusonrdewntearenopine— designs in nature even today. 


Many modem scientists and de- 
signers from many fields have drawn 
inspiration from the perfect designs 


A Childs Dreawe 


A dream | have, of a life at sea, 
I know it is the life for me! % 
[wish I had a little boat 

Then I'd sail and sail and sail! 

On the cool sea, all by myself, 

Perhaps I'd catch some fish to eat, 

My boat would be all green and yellow, 
How wonderful it would be! 

I would be humming all to myselt, 
And sail on and on to fairyland, 
That's where all the fairies live, 
There I'll ive happily forever! 


R. Priya, aged 11 
/ 
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ACROSS 3 A tailor’s aid to measure (4) 
4 Break up moons and live 
1 What Judas was (7) in them (5) 
5 Fall behind (3) 5 Blood sucker (5) 
7 Itwas made to ring by 6 Once powerful European 
Bell (9) country now divided into 
8. Playthings for kids (4) East and West (7) 
10°A wheezing ailment (6) Only if Y takes an exam 
12 Simon was — in the first, he can give evidence 
nursery rhyme (6) in court (7) 
15 It means a lot (4) 9 Juice of plants (3) 
18 Spaceman (9) 11 Cartoon pal of Jerry? (3) 
20 An affirmative reply (3) 13 They surround castles and 
21 Reduce in size (7) forts (5) 
14 A flower in the pond (5) 
DOWN 16 To be separate (5) 


17 Hockey on horseback (4) 
1 A small bird is hidden in 19 Brown (3) 
that items (3) 


2 A narrow lane, sometimes 1. 
bind (5) ‘Compiled by Meera Ramakrishnan 


Solution on page 80) 








B imbo the bear, was the laziest 
creature in the jungle. He had 
not done a stroke of work in his 
life. He lived with his parents in a 
nice house, with a lovely garden. 
He just loved to snooze in the 
shade of the trees. Bimbo's father 





was nothing like Bimbo. He work- 
ed hard all day in his garden and 
looked after his large field carefully. 
Asa result, he and his family lived 
in comfort and always had plenty 
to eat. 

Bimbo's parents however weren't 
as happy as they could have been. 
They were deeply worried about 
their son. "He is so lazy. He does 
‘no work at all," said Bimbo's father 
to his wife, one day. “This cannot 
goon much longer, Bimbo has to 
jearn that he cannot laze all the 
time. We have to try to cure him 
of his laziness.” His wife agreed 
with him, but what could they do? 

They decided to call a meeting 
of their forest friends, and discuss 
the matter with them. When all 
the animals had gathered Bimbo's 
father addressed them. “Our son 
Bimbo, is a terribly lazy bear. We 
do not know how we can cure 
him, We are worried about him. 
He cannot go on like this all his 
life, We want to do something 
about it before he comes to grief.” 

“It is certainly cause for worry 
when a child is lazy,” said Appu, 
the elephant nodding his head 
wisely. He was a hardworking 
animal and his lands adjoined that 
of the bears, He could not under- 
stand Bimbo's lazy ways. “It is no 
shame to do a day's hard work!” 

“Bimbo doesn't think it is shame- 
ful to work,” cried Chimpi, the 
monkey. “He just couldn't be 
bothered to do it, Why, he Goesn't 
‘even play with us!” 

‘Sheroo the tiger had been deep 


in thought, Suddenly his eyes lit 
up. “Ihave a plan!” he said. “Let 
us get Bimbo working in such a 
way that he doesn't realize he’s 
working!” Bimbo's father frowned. 
“How can we do that?” he asked. 
“Yes, how?" echoed the others. 
The animals listened with interest 
as Sheroo outlined his plan. 
“Chimpi must play his part well, 
Otherwise it won't work,” ended 
Sheroo, The animals looked at 
each other in amusement, “Yes, | 
think it will work,” said Chimpi 
grinning, He agreed to play his 
part and the meeting broke up. 


ater that moming, Chimpi made 
Lihis way through the forest 
‘swinging from tree to tree. As he 
passed Bimbo's house, he saw the 
little bear lying under a tree, munch- 
ing an apple. “Psst... Bimbo!” he 
hissed secretively, Bimbo looked 
around sleepily. “Hello Chimp,” 
he drawled. “How are you?” 
Chimpi looked at him, his eyes 
rounded with suspense, "Have you 
heard the secret?” he asked in a 
whisper, “No, | haven't heard any 
secret. What's up?” asked Bimbo, 
his curiousity aroused. 

“First you must promise me that 
you won't tell anyone,” said 
Chimpi. Bimbo sat up. “Alll ight | 
won't, | promise. Now tell me,” 
he said y 

“Two days ago," began Chimpi, 

I was sitting on the jack fruit tree 
all by myself when I heard Sheroo 
talking to Siki, the jackal," Bimbo's 
‘eyes gleamed as he smelt a mystery. 
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“Oh really? And what did Sheroo 
say?" he asked 

“Sheroo said that he had heard 
a rumour that a treasure chest is 
buried on your father's land. He 
said he thought that it must be 
under the unweeded, overgrown: 
area, closest to the jungle. It can't 
bbe on one of the used fields or it 
would have been found by now,” 
explained Chimpi 

“Does anyone else know.of this 
rumour?” asked Bimbo cautiously 

‘No, Bimbo. No one knows. | 

thought I'd tell you. After all it is 
your father's land, so | thought 
you had a right to anything found 
on it," said Chimpi. “Why, thanks 
for telling me, Chimpi, You know 
you are quite a nice chap. Now 
i'm off. I shall go and dig up that 
land right away, Then I'lbe rich!” 
said Bimbo 

Chimpi smiled to himself as he 
watched the little bear cub ambling 
away, He turned and ran to where 
some of the animals stood waiting, 
and giggled. “Well, I've told him,” 
he said. “Now let's all follow him 
and see what he does!” 





Bre trudged upto his father's 
shed. All the gardening tools 
were kept there, each one spotless 
and well maintained. He picked 
up a shovel and walked swiftly to 
the overgrown plot at the far end 
of his father’s land. He took a 
look around and began to dig, 
unaware of Chimpi and the other 
animals watching him from a dis: 
tance 

Soon Bimbo was perspiring pro: 
fusely, for he was unused to such 
strenuous work. His back ached 


with his efforts and he had often 
to stop for rest. But he persevered 
in the hope of finding the treasure 
Sheroo had talked about. 

After a while, Bimbo found that 
he enjoyed the work of digging 
and turing up the earth. He had 
gradually become accustomed to 
its rhythm. He began to hum a 
cheerful little tune to himself as he 
worked. Soon, he had weeded 
and cleared a large patch of the 
overgrown land without realizing 
it! 

Suddenly Bimbo's shovel hit 
something hard. There wasa loud 
thud. Bimbo drew in his breath 
sharply, Was this the treasure he 
had hoped to find? He dug faster 
and uncovered a small wooden 
box. With trembling hands and a 
fast-beating heart, he opened it. 





“Oh!” exclaimed Bimbo in de 
light, on discovering the contents 
of the box. There was a pot full of 
honey and different kinds of dried 
fruits and nuts. 

“Why, this is an assortment of 
all my favourite foods" thought 
Bimbo. “How strange! Is this the 
treasure Sheroo talked about?” As 
he was wondering, he noticed a 
‘small note attached to the lid. He 
pulled it out and read it. It said: 
You have worked hard Bimbo! 
This is your reward. A large smile 
spread across the little bear's face, 
as he realized he had been tricked 
into working 

Chimpi and the other animals 
cameout of hiding. Bimbo's father 
patted his son on the back. “You 
are a good worker when you set 
your mind to it, my boy!” he said. 








HOW MANY ANIMALS AND BIRDS ARE HIDDEN IN 
THIS PICTURE? 





“Look at the field now. Don't you 
feel pleased at having cleared it?” 

Bimbo felt a glow of pleasure at 
his father’s first words of praise. 
Yes it did feel wonderful to have 
done something useful. There was 
a great deal in what people had 
told him over and over again. 
There was pleasure to be found in 


work 

“Look, sont” said Bimbo's father 
leading him to the shed. “Here 
are many different kinds of seeds 
— sunflower, beans, figs, papaya 
‘and guava. If you choose the seeds 
carefully and prepare the earth well 
‘you can grow a lovely orchard for 
yourself on this plot. But you must 
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look after the plants with patience 
and affection if you want a good 
harvest.” 

Bimbo looked up at his father 
gratefully. What a wonderful 
chance to prove himself. “Yes I'd 
love to have this plot for my very 
own,” he said quickly. “I shall 
look after it so well that my plants 
and trees will be the envy of all the 
animals in the jungle.” 





‘ow Bimbo is a hard working 

bear. If he isn’t tending his 
plants, he is aways reading books 
6n soil and irrigation! You won't 
ever see him snoozing beneath a 
shady tree again! 
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Customer : Just look at what you 
have done! 


Laundryman : I don’t see anything 

wrong with that piece of lace 
adam! 

Customer : Lace? It used to be a 
sheet! 


P.S, Sharmila and 
P.S, Sabhesa Karthic. 



















































‘= Son, you've become a scout now. 
Have you done your good deed 
for today? 

+ Sure, dad! 

+ What was the good deed? 

+ Five of us helped an old lady 
across the street. 

ive of you? Why did it ti 

of you to help her? 














Dentist | Don't make faces, 
haven't even touched your teeth 


yet! 
Patient : But, doctor, you're stand: 
ing on my foot! 


Ps. si 
P.S, Sabhesa Karthic 








PORBUNDER 
‘A boy from Porbunder, 
Watched silently India plundered, 
Gandhi was his name . 
me Soon he rose to fame 
Without a single voice rising in dissent 
He changed the face of this subcontinent 
The half-clad magician 
Rose on the horizon 
To give India the slogan ‘Quit India’ 
And the British finally had to leave India! 
But India’s joy was brief 
For in 1948 snapped his life 
The people thought 
It was all too short 
But thanked the fate 
Which took him away late 
So that he could see 
India liberated. 


dai Hind. A. Satish Raman, aged 14. 
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Is Janus a Greek God? 
P. Sundari 
Calicut. 


‘A. No, Janus was a Roman god, 
and was very unusual because he 
‘was always shown as having two 
faces, This was because Janus 
was the god of doors and gateways, 
and he had to see both inside and 
outside at the same time, The 
first month of the year, January, is 
named after Janus because it marks 
the entrance to the new year. 


@. Who is a numismatist? 
Shankar Ram, 
Madras. 


‘A. Anumismatists a person who 
collects money, particularly coins, 
and medals, The name comes 
from the Latin word numisma, 
which means a coin. 


Q. Which is the longest snake 
in the world? 
Pratap Thapar, New Delhi. 





‘A. The longest snake is the reticu- 
lated python or regal python, which 
lives in southeast Asia. It may 
grow to a length of 10 metres (33 
feet), Itis not poisonous, but hugs 
its victims to death. The python 
coils its long body around its prey 
to stop it breathing. Adult people 
are too large for the python to 
‘swallow, but a boy was once killed 
and eaten by a reticulated python 
in Indonesia, 

Q. sit true that elephants never 
forget? 

Priya Srinivas, 

Bangalore. 





A, . Today we use the elephant as 
1a symbol of a good memory. No 
‘one knows for sure whether this is 
true or not. No one is even sure 
how this idea came about. Perhaps 


the idea originated in some extra- 
li for which - 


ordinaryact of intelligence 
elephants are famous. Elephants 
have proved themselves to be in- 
tensely emotional creatures. There 
are several true accounts of a herd 
gathering about a sick little one 
and nursing it back to health. The 
entire herd will inger in an area at 
the risk of shortage of food and 
water in order to protect one of 
their own. In case of a baby's 
death, elephant herds which pass 
through the area often stop to 
mourn for their loss. Though this 
doesn't exactly answer your ques- 
tion it goes to show that elephants 
are highly intelligent and sensitive 
creatures, Perhaps they always 
remember? Animals can't tell us 
what they feel — so any kind of 
analysis is always open to doubt. 
@. Who killed Abrohom Lincoln? 
Why? 

Bishwas Roy, 

Bangalore. 


A. Who can tell why a man 
chooses to kill another? 

in the world it has happened, the 
assassination of great political lead- 
ers reveals the dark side of man- 
kind. It is an expression of the 
frustration of the human race. 
But to answer your question, 
Abraham Lincoln, the sixteenth 
president of the United States, was 
shot on 14 April 1865 at Ford's 
‘Theatre, Washington. He died the 


next day. He was shot by an 
unsuccessful actor called John 
Wilkes Booth, who ostensibly want- 
ed to kill Lincoln because the 
Confederate States had been 
‘beaten in the American Civil War. 


Q. Where is Atlantis? 
Rupa Singh, 
Bombay. 


A. Noone is sure where Atlantis 
is. No one even knows whether 
Atlantis ever existed! Atlantis is 
the name of an island on which 
there was supposed to have been 
a great civilization. According to 
legend, the island was in the Atlantic, 
‘Ocean and it sank beneath the 
sea long ago. It is likely that this, 
story is partly true, though Atlantis 
has nothing to do with the Atlantic 
Oéean. In the Aegean Sea in 
Greece, a volcanic island exploded 
in about 1470 BC. The centre of 
the island, which is now called 
Santorini or Thera, sank into the 
sea. Recently the remains of a 
rich civilization that was destroyed 
in the explosion have been found 
there. It is probable that such a 
catastrophic event would -have 
been remembered in some way, 
and it could have given rise to the 
legend of Atlantis. 


@. Which is the largest lake in 
the world? 


A. Both of them are in Russia. 
The largest lake is the Caspian Sea 
at the border of Iran. Itis not really 
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asea because it is totally surround- 
ed by land. It is called a sea only 
because it is so big. In area, it 
extends 438,695 square kilometres 
(169,381 square miles) — nearly 
twice the size of the United 
Kingdom, The deepest lake in the 
world, Lake Baikal, is in Siberia in 
eastern Russia, Its greatest depth 
is 1519 metres (4982 feet). Lake 
Baikal is large in area too, being 
the seventh biggest lake In the 
world. 

Q. Do rivers and lakes last for- 
ever? : 
Jyotsna Gopinath, 

Roipur. 

No. Rivers and lakes may 
tae Jong lifetimes of many thous: 
ands of years, but they eventually 
come to an end. As a river flows 
‘over the land, the water wears away 
the rock beneath, Very slowly, the 
river levels out the land until it is 
flat, and then it ceases to flow. 
Rivers also dry up if they are not 
fed with water. Lakes are fed by 
rivers carrying particles of soil. 
Gradually, the particles fill up the 
lake. So do the remains of dead 
water plants. The lake shrinks, 
and the water becomes a marsh. 
‘Then trees grow and it turns into 
dryland. 


@. How much blood is there in 
your body? 
‘Shweta Cariappa, 
Bombay. 


A. The amount of blood you have 
depends on how much you weigh. 
A fully-grown person has about 5 
litres (about one gallon) of blood, 
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but a child has less. 


Q. How fast do nails grow? Do 
toe nails grow foster than 
finger noils? 

NM. Ameel Hussain, 
Kuttolom. 


‘A. Whether its toe nails or finger 
nails, nails grow at a rate of about 
2% to 5 centimetres (1 to 2 inches) 
‘a year. With cutting, your finger- 
nails and toenails replace them- 
selves about once every six months. 
However, the nails will keep on 
growing if you do not cut them. 
They could get as long as 60 
centimetres (2 feet), The nails 
curl as they get very long, making 
it difficult to handle things. 


@. Does the Sun move? 
Priti Rajan, 
Tuticorin. 

A. The Sun appears to move 
across the sky from dawn to dusk. 
However, this motion is caused by 
the Earth spinning, The Sun only 
seems to be moving, and it is we 
who are moving and not the Sun. 
Nevertheless, the Sun moves in 
other ways. It spins like the Earth 
does, though much more slowly. 
Also, as the Earth moves round 
the Sun carrying the Moon with it, 
so the Sun moves round the centre 
of the Galaxy taking the Earth and 
rest of the Solar System with it. 
Its Galactic speed is about 250 
kilometres (about 155 miles) a 
second, much faster than any space: 
craft 


@. How can you tell the age of 











A 
a cut log, you will see that it is 
made up of rings of different colour: 


If you look at a tree stump or 


ed wood. If you count the rings, 
you can tell how old the tree is in 
years, This Is because a layer of 
new wood grows just beneath the 
bark every year. When the trunk 
ora branch is cut, the layers show 
up as rings, 


@. Who was the first emperor 
of Rome? 
P.S. Kumar, 
Madras. 

‘A. Augustus, who lived from 63 


BC to AD 14, was the first emperor 
of ancient Rome. Before Augustus, 
Rome was a republic governed by 
consuls, who were elected to power. 
‘After the death of Julius Caesar, 
‘Augustus — then called Octavian. 
— held power with Mark Antony. 
Octavian defeated Mark Antony, 
and in 27 BC declared that Rome 
would henceforth be an empire 
with himself as the first emperor. 
He took the name Augustus, and 
Rome reached its greatest glory 
under his rule. The month of 


August is named after him, 


@. Which country has the oldest 
parliament? 
K. Ravi, 
Belgaum. 

A. Aparliamentisa gathering of 


people who govern a country. 
The first parliament that stil exists 
is the Althing in Iceland, It was set 
up in AD 930, However, it has 
not governed continuously since 
then, The oldest continuous parla: 
ment is the Tynwald in the Isle of 
Man in Great Britain, Its about a 
thousand years old. 

Q. What is it like inside the 
Earth? 

Bani Dasan, 

Nagercoil. 














‘A. The Earth is a huge ball of 
rock. If you could tunnel down to 
the centre, you would go through 
several layers: The first layer is 
the crust of the Earth. Itis as little 
as 6 kilometres (4 miles) thick 
beneath the oceans, Then comes 
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a thick layer of rock called the 
mantle, which goes almost halfway 
down to the Earth's centre, As it 
gets deeper, it gets hotter and 
beneath the mantle is a layer of 
hot, liquid rock called the outer 
core, Finally, at the centre of the 
Earth is the inner core a huge ball 
of hot but solid rock. It begins 
5000 kilometres (3100 miles) be: 
neath our feet. At the centre, the 
temperature is thought to reach 
2800° C (5000° F). 


a. 





Why does our hair turn 
white? 5 
‘Abhishek Gautam, depending on the amount of this 
Bombay. substance found in it. As people 

‘grow older, the supply of melanin 
‘A. Your hairis coloured because may stop. The hairs still grow, but 
it contains a pigment called they are grey or white instead of 
melanin, The hair is light or dark their original colour. 
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One day 
you and I 


must die 
But 
immortal time 


flows on for ever. 
Hitherto 
‘man had thought 
hhe was caught 
in the torrent of time 
until Einstein came 
and saw the same 
as an interval 
between events. 
He said: 
He who can travel 
faster than light 
can vault ahead of the world 
and cry time to a halt. 
I wish 
Tcould mount 
onto a time-machine 
and travel for an aeon 
across the Einsteinean Universe. 
Thus 
I would stop time for a while 
drop out of the present 
and hop into the past 
until I met my amoebic ancestors; 
then, I would fly into the future 
and await your arrival there 





— R. Anand, aged 14 













ukminiDeviArundale was one ofthe mostoutstanding 
personals of our time, A person ®f many talents, she is 
pipet famous for her invaluable work in reviving Bharata 
Naryam, one ofthe classical dance styles of India. 
nora. Devi established Kelakshetra 1 1936 with 
cone teacher, onestudent ond one ee, “Today Kalakshetrais 
ore the premier insttions of India ‘and a cultural centre 
ore chattracts students and vistors ffor" ‘all over the world. 
‘Rakin’ Devi was 2 pioneer in, many fields, and 
education was one closest to her heart ‘Her compassionate 
eave madd her take up animal welfare work. She piloted a 
bill for the prevention oP Melty to animals in partment and 
vaterbecame the first Chairman of the Animal Welfare Board. 
cor Devi was involved in avariey Of ‘activities in 
her diverse effors to educate peoPle 0 matters of artistic 
he el humanitarian feeling, These effors rT recognized 
Fethe word and many awards and honor were showered 
am her, including the Padma Bhushan in 1956, the Prani 
per in 1968 and the Kalidasa Saran 'n 1984, 
"rhajollowing acount her childhood dav written 
by Anandhi Ramachandran and ly ‘based on an interview 
by Argukmini Devi in the year 1985, The story of her 
uit Rood days affords us an access int her heartand home, 
Shrough which we can catch a glimpse of greatness in the 
making. 































exai ¥ 
Teetonsed to a very large joint Gemteal ated nendsendesred 
cat 


family. [was one of seven children. 
‘My uncles, aunts and cousins also aaperhren Br a air 
ind of our 


lived with us. As you can 

Imagine, childish 

the house over ed with children together hae na 
ever 

“ sure who My father Sri Nilakanta Sasti 







was an engineer. He was always 
travelling to remote areas in order 
to supervise the construction of 
bridges and things. “Oh, he's off 
on a circuit again!" people would 
say. The minute my father said 
that he had to leave on a trip, we 
would start our packing, We loved 
to accompany him and all we need 
ed to take with uswasalitte bundle 
of essential clothing. My mother 
‘was a very capable woman, She 
never set out without preparing and 
packing enough food for an army 
to carry along, These trips were 
always most exciting. 

My father’s constant travelling 
meant that none of us could attend 
school regularly. So it was my 
mother who was our first teacher. 
She taught us many songs and litle 
prayers which we would learn by 


repeating after her, 


[tasin Madurai thats bor. 1 
will never forget my first glimpse 
of Goddess Meenakshi. I was 
caried to the temple when I was 
just a baby and I saw Goddess 
Meenakshi standing there, ooking 
so beautiful. She wore a lovely silk 
sari and gracefully held a parrot in 
her left hand. I have never been 
able to forget that first glimpse I 
had of her in the Madurai temple. 
To this day she is my favourite deity. 
‘Our home was invariably a bee- 
hive of activity. Something exciting 
was always happening. My mother 
shouldered the tremendous res- 
ponsibility of managing our home 
single-handed. Whether it meant 
cooking enormous quantities of 
food in our kitchen or looking after 
the cows, the burden of the house 
hold fell on her capable shoulders. 
She never seemed to stop forrest. 
When I was three years old my 
younger sister was born, My mother 
looked after the baby in her quietly 
efficient manner. The added res 
ponsibility did not seem to slow 
herdown, Within three months of 
my sister's birth, I was called upon 
quite often to look after her. I 
would be asked to sit on the cool 
stone ledge, which ran along the 
front verandah of our house, and 
the baby would be placed on my 
lap. thoroughly enjoyed cuddling 
and cossetting her. [would rock to 
and fro, trying to put her to sleep, 
and sing every single song that came 
to my mind, My sister seemed to 
enjoy it too! She never cried when 





83 


she was with me. In fact whenever 
she did cry people would say “Call 
Rukmini. A minute in herarmswill 
stop this crying at once!” 


Bey, imals — tens, calves 
‘and puppies particularly were 
always dear to me. Perhaps this 
partiality was a natural outcome of 
observing my mother's treatment 
of animals. I well remember that if 
a calf was sick my mother would 
tend it lovingly with her own hands, 
and see that tate all its medicines 
on time., I also remember that I 
‘was never far from herside on such 
occasions. I would keep stroking 
the sick animal's back for long 
hours. “Rukmini has 2 healing 
touch. See how the animals love 
her, specially the sick ones!” people 
would say. 

My grandmother was very fond 


of children. In spite ofthe fact that 
she had a houseful of grandchildren 
she adopted allitle girl and brought 
her up with a good deal of love and 
affection. She worried about the 
gir’s mariage and her future and 
finally arranged a match for her 
with her own son so that she could 
keep her safelyathome. Nowadays 
it is difficult to find people who 
would unconditionally shower those 
around them with love. 


QO casenallwewent tothe small 
[primary school in our locality. 
Itwas run by two European women 
Dorothy —dinarajadasa and 
Ms. Taylor. Though theywere quite 
affectionate and warm with us, they 
sill thought of themselves as slightly 
superior to Indians. “Oh, itis very 
difficult to pronounce these Indian 
names,” they would exclaim. So 




















they gave us European names. 
For some reason they always called 
me “Looks.” 

We grew a little older, and in 
course of time were enrolled in 
Lady Sivaswami Iyer School. This 
institution had played a major role 
inthe education of women in South 
and was associated with 
Dr. Annie Besant, the eminent 
theosophist. 

Though | enjoyed going to school 
I was known as a very quiet and 
reserved child, One day, mysister 
displeased her teacher and was 
asked to stand up on the bench. | 
shall never forget the effect that 
that heart-rending sight had on me. 
She stood there sobbing quietly, 
tears coursing down her cheeks. | 
comforted her and gently led her 
home. I was most upset by this 
incident and freely shared my views 
‘on the subject with my father, who 
immediately wrote a strongly word- 
ed letter to the school authori 
on the harmful effects of punish: 








ment on young students, 


Wren was about five or six 
years old we moved to a large 
house on Akbar Sahib Street, in 
Triplicane. At that time my grand- 
father’s elder brother wasalive and 
hewasa great musician. He taught 
my eldest sister Sivakamu to sing. 
Iwould eagerly listen to the classes, 
taking great pride in my sister's 
accomplishments 

Sivakamu was very fond of kittens. 
‘Shewas always tending toan army 
of cats of all sizes and shapes 
‘Sometimes there were ten to twelve 
of them around the house. 


Mipiiathers work took him to 
{{ Pudukottai. Sowe left Madras. 
The day we arrived in the town 
that was to be our home for some 
time to come, a horse cart appear- 
ed. It was to take us to our new 
home. This vehicle was casually 
referred toas the Governor's Cart 
The minute we laid eyes on the 





beautiful horse which drew the cart, 
we began to pester our father to 
buyit for us. “Buy it for us, father! 
Look he is such a beautiful creature! 
Please do buy it...” Our clamours 
‘were relentless. Seeing our single: 
minded determination to own the 
horse, my father finally yielded and 
bought the creature for us. 

In Pudukottal my father enrolled 
us in a school which taught both 
boys and girls. It was called the 
Balaiya School. In those days a 
git!'s school taughtits students only 
the rudiments of cooking and sew 
ing, but this school was co-educa- 
tional, and the education was more 
broad based, The clothingwe wore 
to school was rather odd. Wewore 
short coats over the top of our 
Jong traditional Indian skits. Natu: 
rally we went to school in the horse 
cart 
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To my deep hortor, I found that 
the boys in the school were very 
severely punished for the slightest 
misbehaviour, This made me very 
sad, Naturally very few of the boys 
came willingly to this school. One 
boy ran away, | remember. They 
found him and dragged him back 
to school, His hands were tied in 
front of him and he was made to 
bend over and left lke that for hours 
Faced with this severity very often 
the students tried to escape again, 
If they were caught the punishment 
was more brutal, 

None of the teachers were allow: 
ed to raise their hands against the 
girls. We were largely left alone 
whatever we did, This bolstered 
my confidence, I was also sure of 
my father’s support. After all he 
had written to the authorities of my 
previous school criticizing their 


system of punishment. Asa result 
loften shielded the boys from the 
wrath of the teachers, and often 
stood protectively between them 
and the teacher, 

| remember arguing with the 
school headmaster on several occa- 
sions on this issue. “Don't beat the 
boys, sir!" Lused to plead, “Itisjust 
not fair to hurt them, whatever they 
may have done.” 

“Who are you to tell me how I 
should treat these rascals?” he 
would retort angrily, “How will 
you prevent me anyway? Don't 
you know that an animal that does 
not fear the whip will never do a 
day's useful work for its owner?” 

“No, sir! That's not true!" | used 
toargue. In fact, once he made me 
so angry, that | used Dr, Besant's 





name to lend weight to my stand. 
“Its not only I who thinks so. Dr. 
Besant has also said the same thing 
‘on several occasions,” | said. 

“Oh really? And where has she 
said so?” he challenged. T'turned 
into the classroom and picked out 
an English book at random and 
ran out with it to where the head- 
master stood waiting, “Right here! 
See?" | said waving the book before 
him. At this time I couldn't even 
understand much English much less 
read well. 

When the time came for my 
father to take us back to Madras 
the school arranged a farewell meet 
ing for us, Even my memory of this 
meeting arranged in our honour is 
now tinged with sorrow, In his. 
speech, the headmaster told the 
boys: “Now these people are leav- 
ing Pudukottai. Now you can no 
longer hide behind them. No one 





will show you any leniency. You 
boys will have to toe the line or you 
will be more severely punished than 
ever before.” The memory of that 
speech haunted me and grieved 
me even many years after [left the 
town. 

Twas not the only one who re 
membered my efforts to protect 
the hapless boys of the school. 
Years later | visited Pudukottai with 
the dance troupe from Kalakshetra, 
for we were to stage Kutrala Kura 
vanji,a dance drama had choreo 
graphed there. | visited the school 
where we had studied and Sri 
Padmanabhan, our teacher whom 
we had always called Padma sir, 
remembered me. 

"Do you remember how you 
used to advise all the teachers on 
how to treat the students, Rukmini?” 
he asked, “You were always telling 
us not to punish them.” 

Perhaps it was these unpleasant 
memories of school life which 
shaped myattitude to teaching later 
in mylife, Education without fear 
This became my guiding principle 





inmyeffortto establish an institution 
where young people could grow 
freely without the inhibition of their 
spits, After the death of Dr. Besant, 
two schools were started by me, in 
her name, To this day, the Besant 
Theosophical High School and the 
Besant Arundale Senior Secondary 
School strive to maintain this ideal. 


Qe 2tun to Madras was how: 
fever hailed with joy by the 
family. Of course we refused to 
consider going without our beloved 
horse, Sothe horseand cart accom: 
panied us on our move and in 
Madras too we rode to school in 
great style, 

One day, Iwas on my way home 
when I found a very small puppy 
with large eyes and a sweet little 
nose and small ears. I couldn't 
resist him. He was so small and 
cuddly, So I picked him up and 
carried him home. 

“No dogs inside the house!” 
declared my father. “Goandleave 
him outside.” 

I didn’t have the heart to send 


away my pet. I decided to keep 
him carefully concealed in the 
house, without my father's know- 
ledge. But what do puppies know 
about secrets? He started squealing 
loudly in protest. 

“What is that sound?” asked my 
father. On seeing the puppy he 
‘ordered me to leave it outside again. 
Do you know what I did? On the 
spur of the moment I picked up 
the pup and took it across to where 
my father sat and sett down on his 
lap! 

‘The puppy was an attractive one, 
My father began to stroke him 
gently, “All right!” he said in quite 
a different tone. “You can keep 
him, There was an air of resignation 
on his face at first, but soon he 
grew to love the pup a great deal. 
[lke to attend weddings. They 

‘were always occasions which were 
ready excuses for looking your best. 


Once my aunt dressed me in very 
traditional South Indian clothes. 1 
wore a nine yards sari and plenty 
of jewellery. I was most excited 
about the way | looked, I also 
received many compliments. When 
we returned from the wedding I 
told everyone “Oh, [want so much 
to get married!” How my family 
laughed! “Why now Rukmini?” they 
all asked, “Why do you want to get 
married?” 

“If marry | can dress like a bride 
and wear lots of jewellery and a 
nice necklace and a beautiful silk 
sari," Isaid. Iwas quite an innocent, 
wasn't 1? 

It is my dearest wish that every 
young child in our country, follows 
‘our ancient traditions and lives his. 
or her life by the truly Indian code 
ofvalues. Each child must be able 
to feel sympathy forall the creatures 
living on our vast planet. 
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THEADVENTURESO: 
MAR wolCtiBQ, 


he schoo! bell rang, express a recently completed action. 
interval time. It is the commonest form of the 
“Finish lunch soon, and I shall Present tense used.” 
tell you more about verbs and their. She wrote on the board: 
tenses," said Ichibo. 
All the children sat at their desks 
and gobbled up their lunch as 
quickly as they could, not sharing 
itas they usually did. Ichibo open: “The Present Perfect,” said 
‘ed her lunch box and was surprised Ichibo, “is formed by has + the 
to find it was full of puris and Past Participle of the Verb. 
potatoes, and not the usual idli, “Part what.... asked the class. 
dosai or curds and rice. “Patton bnnciple” said Ichibo 
“Good,” she said as she munch- emphasising each syllable. 
ed the potatoes. They tasted differ 
ent. Some new recipe that her 
mother had tried perhaps. Her 
father liked only traditional dishes 
and did not care for new recipes. 
She must ask her mother to make 
these puris and potatoes again. 
‘She went to the blackboard and 
waited impatiently for the rest of 
the class to finish their lunch and 
attend her class, When all the 
children had assembled she began 
her class. 
“Til tell you a little about the 
Present and Past Perfgct tenses, 
Last Tuesday I told you that the 
Present Perfect tense is used to 
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It was 





“Par.uti..ci..ple” said Keya and 
rolled her eyes and shrugged her 
shoulders as if to say she did not 
understand. Some of her friends 
shrugged their shoulders as a reply 

“Look up your Grammar texts 
and you will find a list of verbs, 
said Ichibo as she wrote on the 
blackboard: 






Sing ‘Sang ‘Sung ‘Singing 
Eat Ate Eaten Eating 
Kill Killed Killed Killing 
Fly Flew Flown Flying. 


in the Past Participle form.” 
“That's right,” said Ichibo. “The 
change is in the vowels.” She 
looked at Venkatesh in admiration. 
She, herself, hadn't known this until 
the stranger in Grammarland had 
explained it to her repeatedly 
“The Present Perfect is a kind 
of mixture of Present and Past,” 













Venkatesh, who was very obser 
vant had a razor sharp mind, He 
said, "Some verbs remain almost 
the same and some verbs change 






said Ichibo, 

The whole class was silent and 
attentive trying to digest this, But 
Venkatesh said, know. The 
action is over or perfect but the 
time connection is usually the pre 
sent, For instance I have eaten 
means that the action of eating Is. 
over that but it happens in the 
present time.” 

The class looked at Venkatesh 
in admiration and for confirmation 
and approval at Ichibo. 

"You're right” said Ichibo, “But 
the Present Perfect is also used 
for past actions whose time is not 
given or whose time is indefinite.” 


| have read the newspaper 
He hos won the eup 
“What is the Past Perfect then?” 
id Keya, 
he Past Perfect is an earlier 
action than the simple Past. For 
example: 
She died last night, She had been 
il for a month. had just shut the 
oor when the door bell rang, ‘Sita 
lued with her grandparents because 
her parents had died when she was 
a baby, 
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Ichibo looked at the class to see 
if everyone was following what she 
taught. The class was attentive. 

“The Past can also be used for 
the Past Perfect.” she said. “For 
instance we can say, Sita lived with 
her grandparents because her 
parents died long ago.” 

Other Perfect Tenses, are the 
Present Perfect Continuous and 
Present tense used.” She then 
wrote on the board: 

Present Perfect Continuous 
T have been waiting for the bus fo 
the last one hour. 
Vilasini has been trying to telephone | 
‘you but your phone wes engaged. 
Past Perfect Continuous: 
They had been living in London 
during the war. 
Chandran had been trying to tele 
phone you all last week.” 


Just then Ms. Padma stormed 
into the class. The children made 
1a dash to their desks while Ichibo 
hastily wiped the blackboard clean. 
Ms, Padma looked at Ichibo and 
shouted, “What were you doing 
Suchitra? Why do you scribble on 
the blackboard and waste the 
chalk? Answer me at once, what 
were you doing?” 
Ichibo did not answer. 
“Answer me, or I shall report 
you to the Headmistress!” 
hibo was silent. 
fou are an insolent disobedient 
” said Ms. Padma. 
‘Nobody, no one at all is Perfect 
— Perfect” said Ichibo. 
The class started to titer 









“Silence!” shouted Ms. Padma. 
“The titer stopped and turned into 
a stony silence. 


chibo went home that evening, 
“Amma,” she said, “The puries 
and potato curry that you sent this 
morningweredelicious. 

“Puris? Potato curry?” said 
Ichibo's mother in surprise. She 
then took a look at Ichibo's lunch 
‘box. “Whose lunch have you eaten 
Ichibo? This is not your lunch 
box. Look there's a name on it — 
Savitha!” she said. 

“Then Savitha must have eaten 
what you gave me,” said Ichibo. 
“These mistakes should happen 
more often!” She laughed 

“How was your day at school?” 
asked Ichibo's mother. 

“Oh, Perfect" said 
“Simply Perfect: 





Ichibo 


Do you know how many months. 
“there are in one year? If you say 
there are twelve, you would be 
right. But long ago there were 
‘only ten months in every year. 

Many years ago, the emperor of 
Rome felt there should be two 
more months. So two new months 
were added on to the end of the 
other ten months. He named one 
month Januarius, and he named 
the last month Februarius. We 
now call these months January and 
February. 

February'was taken from the 
word Februm, which means making 
clean, The Roman leader believed 
that in February all the people 
should look back over the past 
year and feel sony for the mistakes 
they had made. 

When Julius Caesar was the 
emperor of Rome, he moved 
danuary and February to the begin- 
ing of the calendar. So instead of 

the last two months, they 
became the first two months. 
| February once had 30 days. 










But now it has only 28,0r 29 days 
ina leap year. Do you know how 
this month lost two days? 

Julius Caesar wanted one more 
day for July. Because July was 
named after him. That is why he 
took one day from February and 
added it to July! 

Another ruler of Rome took a 
day from February. His name was 
Augustus. He added the day to 
August. 
“These changes left February with 
only 28 days, except for leap years, 
when it has 29 days. Every four 
years there must be one day added 
to the calendar. This day makes 
the time on our calendar equal to 
the time taken by the Earth to go 
around the Sun. This extra day 
was given to February — but only 
once every four years. 

February has an interesting 
history. Italso has many important 
dates and birth days of famous 
people. Can you think of some of 
them? 
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A VOYAGE i ll 
worst Twas mertily travelling in my boat, Ko 


Clad very warmly in my overcoat 
Amidst the vastness of the sea, 
My boat was just a little bee. 
_— , My little puppy sat beside me, my pet, 
= Suddenly he toppled into the sea, all wet! 
truly feared that my puppy would drown, 
But gathering my courage I rescued my pet brown, 


And then I quickly sailed ashore, 
Happiness was in my heart, once more. 


Sudha Natarajan, aged 13 
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ison was career inventor, 2 down 

‘o-earth prectical man. He laughed 
wien they called him a genius and a 
wizard, "There was no, magic In his 
inventions, only hard work a litle imagi 
nation and much tal and error, But no 
man contributed more prolifically to our 
modem machine based social organi 
zation. 

‘AL school Edison was the dullest boy 

the class. His teacher said he was 

‘addled, so his mother took him away 
‘and taught him herself. She encouraged 
his natural curiosity, and let him turn the 
cellar into a chemical laboratory. To get 
money for his experiments he grew 
vegetables and sold newspapers on a 
train. Then he taught himself printing 
and wrote and published a newspaper 
Of his own. At home he put up a private 
telegraph line. For power he tried to 
capture sta electcty from the fly 
cats fur. 

{At sixteen Edison became a night tele 
sgraphist on the railway line. He had to 
send a signal every hour to show that he 
Was awake and ot his post. He found 
this irksome, because he was doing 
scientiic experiments all day and needed 





improved it enormously by devising a 
‘carbon transmitter, He called his gadget 
— as we stil call it — a microphone. 
Then he produced a loud:speaking tele 


phone. 

Edison was still only thity when he 
produced the invention that made him 
world-famous. He was tying to make a 
machine that would record telegraphic 
‘Signals on a wax ovinder. While adjusting 
the needle one day he pricked his finger. 
No. he decided, the needle had pricked 
him. He had been talking to a mechanic 
at the time, and he deduced that the 
needle had been inspired to take ajab at 
hhim by a certain sound that had come 
from his lps 

“Chance” said Louis Pasteur, “favours 
the mind that is prepared.” Edison 
Immediately exploited the accident. Drop- 
ping all his other work, he made a rough 
sketch of a strange-looking gadget, with 
‘2 metal cylinder and handle, an ear 
trumpet and.a parchment membrane with 
‘needle atthe end. He gave the sketch 

‘mechanic, instructing him to make 
the machine. ‘The mechanic shook his 
head and said it would not work, but dd 
as he was told. Edison put a sheet of tin 
{od round the onder, tured the handle, 
‘and spoke into the eartrumpet, He said 
the fist words that came into his mind 
—"Mary had litle lam." Then he put 
the needle back to the starting-point, 
‘made a few adjustments, and tumed the 
handle again. “Mary hed a litle lamb," 
‘echoed the machine. Edison had inven: 
ted the gramophone. 

‘Next he tured his attention to electric 





2 few hours’ sleep. This led to his first light. 


successful invention. He fitted a notched 
‘wheel to a clock and the telegraph line 
in such a way that the required signal 
was sent automatically. 

Edison was still a telegraph operator 
‘at twenty-two, He spent the money he 
‘made on building his own laboratory and 
workshops, and became a fulltime in- 
ventor. é 

‘Alexander Graham Bell invented the 
telephone. Edison, within a few months, 





Edison worked for two nights and a 
day without rest, and used awhole spool 
of thread, before he got a piece of 
carbonized thread out of the mould 
without breaking it. He took it to the 
lass-blower's, where it was sealed in a 
‘vacuum bulb, The current was switched 
‘on — and the sewing thread glowed. It 
continued to glow. The lamp continued 
to bum for forty hours. Edison had 
invented the electric lamp. 
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braham Lincoln was bom in a single: 
A seom fog eabin in Hodgenvile, Ken 
tucky, When he was ten years old his 
mother died, and her place was taken by 
a stepmother, At school he learnt to 
read and write so well that he became 
the local scribe for people who wished to 
have letters written. He was also an avid 
reader, devouring any book that came 
his way, His greatest treasure as a boy 
was a lle of George Washington, 

‘Most boys when asked what they want 
to be in life say an engine-driver, or a 
pilot, oF a fireman, Abraham Lincoln 
was different. When he was asked what 
‘was his ambition in life, he answered; "| 


want to be President.” 


I Lincoln worked hard at his books, 
the also worked hard on his father’s farm, 
chopping wood, digging and clearing land. 
By the age of seventeen he was extreme! 
strong, and six feet four inches, tal 
‘When he was twentyone years old the 
LLineoln family moved to the new state of 
lilinols, where Lincoln helped in the 
‘building of a new log cabin, and got a job 
first on a boat on the Mississippl, and 
then as storekeeper, Once a woman 
came to his shop and Lincoln overcharged 
her by sixpence. When he realized his 
mistake he walked six miles to repay her. 
Ever ater he was known as Honest Abe. 
From the earliest days the United States 
had been divided over the question of 
negro slavery. The Southern States 
believed in slavery because it was cheap 
‘and because they thought that negroes 
were more able to work in the hot sun of 
the South than themselves, The Northem 
States strongly objected to negro slavery, 
Abraham Lincoln objected strongly too, 
In the year 1854 the conflict between 





North and Soutti on this point came to 
boiling point. A new law was passed by 
the Senate making slavery legal in new 
temitory, Lincoln sprang to the attack, 
He travelled through Ilinois making 
vehement speeches against slavery. Two 
years later he joined the new Republican 
party, which was against slavery. His 
Gifts and his powers of speech were swily 
recognized, and in his fortyninth year 
hhe was nominated by his party to stand 
for the Presidency of the United States. 
In November of 1860 he was elected. 
His ambition was achieved. 

‘One month after Lincoln had taken 
the oath as President, there came the 
supreme challenge of his career. The 
Confederate forces of the South fred 
fon 2 fort in South Carolina, and thus 
‘opened the bitter conflet known as the 
‘American Civil War, The North had no 
regular army, and in the early stages of 
the war the Northern States sulfered 
serious defeats at the hands of the brillant 
Southem generals, Lee and "Stonewall" 
Jackson, But slowly the superiority of 
the North in sheer numbers and in wealth 
began to tell. A blockade by sea wos 
efected by the North and an attempt 
‘was made to encircle the Souther States, 

e them to surtender, Lincoln 
all the tire unshaker in his 
‘opposition to slavery. In 1863 he signed 
the Emancipation Proclamation which 
legally made al slaves free men. 

Lincoln was fityfive years old when 
thewar ended, General Lee, commander 
of the Souther forces surrendered. 

But Lincoln was not to live to “bind up 
the nation’s wounds” that the Civil War 
had inflicted, On the 14th April, that 
same year, while attending a play atthe 
theatre, he was assassinated in his box 
by a reckless young man. It was a 
meaningless and tragic act. It ended 
Lincoln's Ife but not his re 
the words of some friends 
the hearts of his countrymen 
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